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Among the hundreds (thou- 
sands?) of UFO/paranormal web- 
sites on the Internet, there are a 
few I’ve found that stand out for 
me. Generally that means 
they’re informative, well main- 
tained (updated frequently), and 
often have a neat, attractive 
homepage. One other character- 
istic that proves to be an 
additional plus for this writer is a 
free E-mail newsletter sent to 


my mailbox automatically. 
THE PARANORMAL 
IN GENERAL 

PARASCOPE 


http://www.parascope.com/ 

All things paranormal, including the 
latest news items. Very colorful, busy 
homepage. You can even buy a chu- 
pacabras F-shirc here! E-mail newslet- 
ter is available. 


BUFO’S WEIRD WORLD 
heep://members.aol.com/bufocalvin/ 
E-mail newsletter reviewing and 
announcing upcoming 1 ¥ programs 
about the paranormal. Good if you 
don't read your TV Guide on a regular 
basis. 


WORLD OF THE STRANGE 
hetp://www.jb-graphics.com/ilies- 
trange 

Weekly E-mail newsletter that 
reviews new and old cases (such as 
these, in a recent issue: “Possible 
Explanations Into Some Ghostly 
Sightings,” “Swedish Lake Monster 
Remains Elusive,” etc.) via newswire 
reports and articles submitted 
directly. 


NORTHWEST MYSTERIES 
http://www.nwmys.com/ 

An attractive site with an excellent E- 
mail newsletter. lt doesn’t matter if 
you have no interest in this area of 
the country, the incidents the web- 
master reports are well-written and 
mesmerizing. 


STRANGE MAGAZINE 
http://www.strangemag.com/ 

The website for a twice-a-year print 
magazine (highly recommended) that 
covers all things unusual. As with the 
magazine, the site is excellent because 
of the variety of the subjects discussed. 
E-mail newsletter is available. 


THE ART BELL SHOW 
http://www.artbell.com/ 

A wondertul, fun, often informative, 
very late-night national radio talk 
show (WNNZ, 640 AM on the dial, 
Springfield/Westfield—weekdays 1-5 
AM, Sat. 2-8 AM, Sun. 2-6 AM) about 
the very subjects of this article. 
However, if you must sleep during 
these hours, his web site is an excel- 
lent substitute. 


CRYPTOZOOLOGY 
http://piweb.it.nwu.edu/~pib/crypto- 
zo.html 

Articles about various unknown ani- 
mals. Loaded with links. 


UFOs 


UEO LINKS 
hetp://www.qtm.net/~geibdan/bookmr 
k2.html 

Extensive list of primary UFO links. 
I'm sure they will keep you exploring 
for days. 


UFOMIND 
http://www.ufomind.com/ufo/all/ 
Bills itself as the “largest public data- 
base on UFO,Area 51, and the para- 
normal.” 


THE NATIONAL UFO 
htcp://www.nwlink.com/~ufeente! 
Reports current UFO sightings in the 
United Staces, and includes some 
archival matertal. 


UFOs MINING COMPANY 
http://ufo.miningco.com/ 

Well composed site that is continual- 
ly updated, with many current links. 
E-mail newletter is available. 


SAUCER SMEAR 
hetp://www.mes.com/~kvg/smear.htm! 
A wonderful Internet journal with 
topical news with many aspects of 
the UFO scene. It is often delivered 
with a healthy dose of cynicism. 


GHOSTS 


INTERNATIONAL GHOST 
HUNTERS SOCIETY 
http://ghostweb.com/ 

Encourages kind of a group feeling by 
announcing workshops and confer- 
ences that you can attend in person. 
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Also discusses how to take pictures 
of ghosts. E-mail newsletter is avail- 
able. 


GHOSTS OF THE PRAIRIE 
hetp://www.prairieghost.com/ 

As the name indicates, the site is lim- 
ited to ghosts of the Midwest, but the 
stories remain fascinating nonetheless. 
E-mail newsletter is available. 


DENIS WILLIAM HAUCK 
(author of The National 
Directory of Haunted Places) 
hecp://www.haunted-places.com/ 
E-mail newsletter keeps the reader 
abreast of recent ghost activity, media 
projects, book and video reviews, and 
more. No graphics, just text, but 
quite good. 


BIGFOOT 


GLOBAL BIGFOOT 
ENCYCLOPEDIA AND 
INTERNATIONAL SIGHTINGS 
DATABASE 

http://www. planectc.com.users/big- 
foor/scort. html 

A very informative site with data and 
feports fram around the world of this 


6S SS POP oop oaegn Acy 


hictp://www.moneymaker.org/BFRR 

A free subscription to this site brings 
frequent detailed reports of encoun- f} 
ters with bigfoot, both old and 
recent—many of them are quite 7 
frightening. 


SEA/LAKE MONSTERS () 


SEA SERPENTS AND LAKE 
MONSTERS 
http://www.serve.com/shadows/ser- 
penv/html . 
A homepage that doesn’t seem to 

miss and of the famous creatures A 
(Loch Ness and Chessie), but also 
includes the less well known aquatic () 
oddities as well. Plenty of pictures 

and links. 5 


If you know of any other inter- 
esting UFO/paranormal sites, 
please E-mail The Goddess at 

Ilwc@ziplink.net. () 
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“...we can be sure that the 1976 abduction of four young 
men in the Allagash Wilderness is only one of tens of thousands of 
similar incidents which, together, herald the most significant turn- 
ing point in human history.” 

— Budd Hopkins, Introduction to THE ALLAGASH 
ABDUCTIONS: UNDENIABLE EVIDENCE OF ALIEN 
INTERVENTION by Raymond E. Fowler 


“l WANT TO BELIEVE” 
— poster visible in the office of Fox Mulder in 
THE X-FILES 


Swimming in our daily ocean of high-tech communications and 
information, we consider ourselves a fairly pragmatic, down-to-earth cul- 
ture. Apart from our various respective religious beliefs, we tend to col- 
lectively dismiss superstition and mysticism, as if we were somehow past 
all that. We are on the eve of the new millennium, our daily lives awash 
in electronic devices, diversions, and deliverance. 

And yet, we still talk of angels and ghosts, and have embraced 


by Stephen R. Bissette 


UCTIC 


new variants of each. We want to 
believe. Angels manifest as aliens 
from the skies capable of plucking 
any one of us at any moment for 
their own purposes, sometimes 
delivering divine abortion rather 
than conception. Our ghosts now 
move amid past-life or post-abuse 
memories that haunt survivors, 
families, and friends. 

The bedrock of New 
England and our own Valley has 
been shaken to its core by such 
trials and traumas, both personal 
and collective. 

Living here in the Valley, 
my life has been shaken, too, by 
these contemporary New England 
haunts. | never really believed in 
ghosts until my own family was 
profoundly turned and torn by a 
loved one's memories of abuse. 

| now believe in ghosts, 
having felt their touch. These 
aren't the ghosts of legend, lore, 
short stories, horror movies, and 
Halloween, but the ghosts of 
memories recovered, of dead men 
who can reach from beyond the 
grave itself to tear a family asun- 
der. For my family, it began by a 
lake in Maine over thirty-five years 
ago, and ripped through my mar- 
riage in the backwoods of 
Vermont. 

At first, | didn't want to 
believe what was happening — 
that it had happened, that it was 
happening, what might happen. 

But | did, and do, believe, 
and in believing, must also believe 
in ghosts. They are real. They can 
and do move about us, intrude 
upon our day to day lives, and 
create irrevocable change. 

But that's a story for 
another time, another place. 

The story | am here to tell 
is one of angels and aliens, and 
the Allagash event. It isn’t my 


- 


story, but | was in a small way a witness and participant to its telling, and 
have been unable to shake its hold. 


| never truly believed in angels and aliens until | met Jack Weiner 
and Chuck Rak, and heard their story in their own words. 

At first, | didn't want to believe. When Jack Weiner told me his 
story, | was incredulous, but ! came to believe it. Jack’s warm inscription 
to me on the inside cover of my copy of the hardcover book that was 
published about the event, The Allagash Abductions, ends with the 
words, “It's great to know that I have friends who believe my story!" 

When Chuck Rak told me the same story months later from his 
own perspective, | also believed him. 

This, too, is a tale of memories lost and recovered, of marriages, 
families, and friendships tested and torn by their effects. 

Coincidentally, it also began on a remote lake in Maine, over 
twenty years ago... 


To this day, all four participants — Jack Weiner, Jim Weiner, 
Chuck Rak, and Charlie Foltz — agree upon the following chronology of 
events: 

During the evening of Tuesday, August 23, 1976, while camping 
at the Mud Brook Campsite at the end of their fourth day exploring the 
Allagash Waterway, the four friends and a few fellow campers saw a 
“bright star" across the lake. In his notes quoted in investigator Raymond 
Fowler's The Allagash Abductions, Jim Weiner recalls: “| immediately 
took out my binoculars and focused on the ‘star’ and immediately real- 
ized it was not a star. It was an object only a few miles away and approx- 
imately 200 feet above treetop level” (Fowler, page 22). As the campers 
watched, the “star” glowed and then mysteriously extinguished itself in a 
distinctive manner — it “winked” out. 

Following a day of heavy rains and frustratingly abbreviated 
canoeing on Wednesday and an ideal day of canoeing across 
Chamberlain Lake and Eagle Lake on Thursday, August 25th, the party of 
four set up camp at the remote Smith Brook Campsite. As night fell, they 
built a huge beacon bonfire and pushed off into Eagle Lake in a single 
canoe for some night fishing. Charlie Foltz was bowman and Chuck the 
_helmsman, padding into the DEL as io brothers Jack and Jim sat 


between them. 

Approximately a quarter 
mile from the shoreline, Chuck 
“became aware of a feeling of 
being watched" (Fowler, page 23). 
He was the first to see a bright 
multi-colored spherical object 
“hovering motionless and sound- 
less about 200-300 feet about the 
southeastern rim of the cove" 
(Fowler, Ibid.), and called out to 
his friends. Turning the canoe 
slightly so all could see, the four- 
some watched the object in won- 
der. 

Charlie pointed his large 
flashlight at the moving object and 
flashed the light, “three short, 
three long and three short flash- 
es," he recalls (Fowler, page 25). 
The glowering sphere responded 
by stopping, then moving toward 
the canoe. In their individual testi- 
monies, all agree that Chuck 
remained immobile as the object 
approached. “| was enraptured,” 
Chuck recently told me. The oth- 
ers, however, began to paddle 
toward the shore. 

Seemingly in response to 
Charlie's flashlight signal, a conical 
beam of light suddenly projected 
from the underside of the sphere 
onto the water, and began moving 
toward the canoe. By all accounts, 
Chuck remained transfixed by the 
object. 
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From this point on, the sequence of events slightly differs in each 
participant's description of that fateful night. 

‘All agree that they reached the shore, and that Chuck stayed in 
the canoe in rapt attention while the other three clambored onto the 
shore to watch the object. 

In his account to Ray Fowler, Foltz recalls that, once ashore, he 
flashed his light once more at the object, prompting no further response 
as the sphere moved to the edge of the lake, ascended into the sky, then 
“just winked out” (Fowler, page 27). Chuck essentially concurs, adding 
that the “wink-out" was the same as that “we had observed with the 
other campers from Mud Beach two nights earlier” (Fowler, Ibid.), and 
that the object remained visible as it headed south and quickly vanished 
behind the clouds. 

The twins, however, recall their 
fear as the canoe rushed toward 
the shoreline. They both describe 
the lightbeam and the object 
closing upon them. Jack recalls, “| 
remember thinking, ‘Holy Shit! 
This is it! We'll never get away. 
The next thing | knew, we were 
on the shore getting out of the 
canoe” (Fowler, Ibid.). Jim told 
Fowler, "There was no mistake 
that it was coming directly to us. 
Jack and | both 
remember a vision 
of the object hov- 
ering directly over 
us at the lake. 
Then | remember 
standing on the 
lakeshore, watch- 
ing the object 
hover" (Ibid.) — 
until he, too, 
watched it ascend, 
extinguish its light, 
and continue on its 
way. 
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All agree 
that they felt 
strangely groggy 
and disoriented 
after this, as if 
anesthetized or in 
shock. As this iner- 
tia wore off, Chuck 
climbed out of the 
canoe to join the 
others as they 
walked up the 
beach to their’ 
camp. 
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Oddly, 
the once-raging 
bonfire had 
already burned 


down to coals. 

Still benumbed by their 
close encounter, they reportedly 
sat around their camp table and 
fell asleep where they sat. 

They awoke the next 
morning, still dazed. Striking camp 
and continuing to a new campsite, 
they crossed paths with a camp 
ranger and told him their story. 
“He didn't believe a word of it,” 
Jack told Fowler. “For the rest of 
our trip, we must have been in 
some kind of shock. | don't 
remember much of it from then 
on” (Fowler, page 29). The 
remainder of their trip passed 
uneventfully, and they returned 
home. 

To this day, all four agree 
that these events took place. 


Although profoundly 
shaken by their experience, they all 
got on with their lives. 


Having completed his studies in Pennsylvania and earned a of attention on his genital area. 


B.A. degree in psychology, Jim had already settled in Boston and Though Jim was diagnosed 
became an instructor in the Computer Arts Department at as suffering from temporolimbic 
Massachusetts College of Art. epilepsy, his descriptions of these 
Jack, Chuck, and Charlie had become friends while attending “dreams” to his doctors and thera- 
Mass Art. After completing their art studies and earning their respec- pists and description of the Allagash 
tive degrees, they moved on. At the time of the Allagash event, Chuck — encounter (which Jim suspected was 
and his wife Kim were already living in Vermont, in a self-made home linked to his nightmares) prompted 
in the hills sans electricity. In subsequent months, Jack and his beloved his psychiatrist to make an unusual 
Mary would also move to Vermont to settle in a neighboring area. recommendation. The fact that three 
Charlie landed a position working for the federal government as a other people had shared Jim's close 
medical illustrator in Brockton, Massachusetts, living at the time in the encounter lent his story credibility; 
same apartment complex as Jim. perhaps it was time for Jim to con- 


Over the years, the bonds of friendship remained... and they 
no doubt occasionally mused over what they had seen hovering over 
that lake in Maine many years ago. 

But with the new decade, events began to turn, casting a new 
light upon what had happened on the lake that night. 


| met Jack Weiner shortly after my own cartooning career had 
taken an odd twist in 1989 (away from the drawing board into co- 
editing and co-publishing an adult horror comics anthology entitled 
Taboo). In time, Jack would tell me his story face to face. Not once, 
but a number of times. 

It seemed that his identical twin brother Jim had been plagued 
by dreadful 
headaches, 
nightmares and 
waking night 
visions since the 
early 1980s. 
During these 
visions, strange 
lights would fill 
the room. 
Occasionally, Jim 
would “dream” 
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sult another kind of specialist, one familiar with UFO-related events and 
case histories. Noting a newspaper article about an upcoming symposium 
on UFO's in nearby Waltham, Massachusetts, Jim's psychaitrist suggested 
Jim attend and arrange a meeting with the key speaker, an investigator 
named Raymond E. Fowler. 

There, in May of 1988, Jim met Fowler for the first time. 

Thus started the active investigation of the Allagash incident. 


Ray Fowler is a native of Massachusetts. His life was irrevocably 
changed when he sighted an oval UFO over a farm he was working at as 
a teenager back in 1947. After a stint in the Air Force, his interest evolved 
into an adult career investigating UFO sightings and events. He was 
prominent among the civilian participants in Major Donald Keyhoe's 
National Investigations Committee on Aerial Phenomena (NICAP), joining 
the team in 1963 and eventually elevated to the position of State Director. 
Later in the 1960s, he participated in other Air Force-sponsored investiga- 
tive organizations, ultimately abandoning such government programs to 
become Director of Investigations for the international organization 
MUFON (the Mutual UFO Network). As a professional astronomer, Fowler 
also manages and operates the Woodside Planetarium and Observatory in 
Wenham, Massachusetts. 

Drawing from over three decades of experience in the field, 
Fowler has toured, lectured, and written many articles and seven books on 
UFOs. In conjunction with his appearance at the Waltham symposium, 
Fowler was lecturing about his current book The Andreasson Affair, the 
first of two volumes detailing the case history of a family suffering repeat- 
ed alien abduction experiences. Jim's story immediately interested Fowler: 
“The prospect of four witnesses, two of them twins, having a mutual UFO 
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abduction experience was too much 
to pass by” (Fowler, page 11). 
Aided by the ongoing relationship 
between the four participants, 
Fowler subsequently launched an 
intensive investigation of the 
Allagash incident. 

To Fowler's satisfaction, all 
four seemed credible witnesses. 
Character references and personali- 
ty checks panned out. There were 
ample records and corroborating 
witnesses placing all four where 
they claimed to be in August of 
1976, including trek diaries, pho- 
tographs from the trip, and verifica- 
tion from the park ranger they had 
run into the day after their UFO 
encounter, who remembered the 
canoers and their wild story. 

But Fowler intended to dig 
deeper — much deeper. The 
headaches, nightmares, and night 
visions Jim had suffered for almost 
a decade suggested that perhaps 
something more had happened. 
Jack, too, had begun to suffer hor- 
rific nightmares in which entities 
physically manipulated and per- 
formed unnerving medical-like pro- 
cedures on his paralyzed body, 
while Jim, Chuck, and Charlie 
watched, immobile and unable to 
help him. Fowler was also intrigued 
by the inexplicable reduction of the 
bonfire to coals in what seemed 
minutes, and the apparent lapse in 
Jim, Jack, and Charlie's description 
of events leading from the initial 
appearance of the beam of light to 
their abrupt arrival on the lake 
shore. This suggested a block of 
“missing time,” perhaps as long as 
two hours, for which none of the 
four had any satisfactory conscious 
recollection or explanation. 

In the course of prior inves- 
tigation, Fowler had enlisted the 
services of a local Jay consultant in 
hypnosis, Tony Constantino. 
Constantino was a qualified hyp- 
notherapist with experience in 
forensic investigation. He was, in 
Fowler's own words, “a neophyte 
to UFO research” (Fowler, page 
35). Then, in a carefully monitored 
series of sessions beginning in 
January of 1989, Constantino and 


Fowler interviewed each of the four participants using hypnotic regression 
relaxation techniques. 

During these sessions, the details of the Allagash sighting were 
fleshed out in remarkable detail. 

Bui the devil is in the details, as they say. 

What also emerged — without, Fowler and Constantino still 
maintain, the use of leading questions of any kind — was a harrowing 
story of alien abduction. 

However familiar you may be with the many widely-publicized 
cases of alien abduction, the transcripts of the Allagash sessions are still 
terrifying. Their occasional familiarity is perverse, seductive. They prey 
upon and validate our most intimate vulnerabilities and sense of 
helplessness. Can such things happen? 

Throughout almost two years’ worth of such sessions, a narrative 
tapestry emerges of just what happened during that mysterious block of 
missing time: the conical beam of light envelopes the canoe, and all four 
are taken into the object. Blinding light, a tube of light leading to a place 
of smooth white surfaces, tables, benches. 

Blue-gray beings with three-to-four fingered hands and abnor- 
mally large eyes dominating otherwise featureless faces. 

Finding oneself naked, stripped, totally exposed, prone and 
unable to stop what is happening. 

Uncomfortable, even painful, inexplicable medical procedures 
each watches performed upon friends, upon one’s twin brother (“Jack! 
They hurt Jack."), before experiencing similar indignities and agonies 
themselves. 

One by one, their eyes, their genitals, their fingernails, their 
navels and legs and bodies are casually probed. Tissue 
samples taken, scrapings, needle-like objects stuck 
into their flesh, sperm, urine, and fecal samples taken. 
Taken. 


Fear. Helplessness. Anger. Fury. “How dare 
they — !" 

Looking down on the canoe from a distance 
above. 

Being taken back down the tunnel of light 
and placed back into the canoe, each in their correct 
position. 

Being led to the camp. 

A glimpse of an entity near the camp. 

And there was more: 
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Childhood visitations for 
each of the twins. 

A frequent bedroom 
invader, an entity nicknamed 
“Harry the Ghost.” 

Subsequent visits and 
abductions of the twins from their 
own homes — their own beds. 

Jack and his wife Mary 
taken from their bedroom in 
Vermont. 

Aliens, angels, succubi, 
ghosts... 

Can such things happen? 


In bits and pieces over the 
initial two years of the investiga- 
tion, this was the story Jack 
shared. 

And once their story 
appeared in articles, books, and on 
television, another kind of invasion 
began, further testing and fraying 
family relations and friendships... 


(Concluded next issue] 
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tee-artist 
Naffoley 


On December 31, 1988 | was wandering 


around Boston videotaping ithe First Night events. 


Paul Laffoley, president of the Boston Visionary 
Cell, was standing on Boylston Street draped in 


black. He wore heavy broad sunglasses with the 


word THANATON neatly printea across them in 
white. He was relating a story to a small group 
gathered around him about how he had once 
received a letter from Brad Steiger, the noted 
paranormal writer. The letter asked Laffoley to 
write a 2500 word essay for Steiger’s upcoming 
book, The Gods of Aquarius. Laffoley sent in the 
essay. A few weeks later Steiger calls him 
demanding to know who he 
was and why he sent the letter. 
A confused Laffoley replied, 
“You sent me a letter asking 
me to write that essay for your 
book.” 

Steiger responded that 
he had done nothing of the 
kind. Then he asked, “What 
color is the paper?” 

“Orange,” Laffoley 
replied. 

“What color is the ink?” 

“Green.” 

There was a pause and 
Steiger responded, “That's my 
stationery and that’s my ink, 
but | didn’t write that letter.” 

It was a close 
encounter, but that’s nothing 
new, Laffoley’s life is one big 
ongoing CE3 (Close encounter 
of the third kind). 

Suddenly the sound of 
a very loud theremin fills the 


by chris gentes 


street. One of Laffoley’s assistants, standing in 
front of a large ensemble of electronic instru- 
ments, has started to play. Laffoley begins a 
monologue explaining the mysteries of the Order 
of Melchezedek, aliens and the nature of the uni- 
verse. | videotape the event. A Laffoley associate 
takes documentary photographs. When they are 
developed, one of them shows Paul surrounded 
by a ghostlike amorphous white form. Another 
CE3. 


When Paul was a kid, around seven, 
growing up in Belmont, a small suburb of 
Boston, his next door neighbor was a gardener 
named Guiseppe Conti. He told Paul about being 
taken up ina flying saucer in 1946. That's a full 
year before the Mt. Ranier flying saucer sighting 
that kicked off the modern UFO era. 

Through the years Conti tells Paul about 
the UFOs and the aliens. Then one day, when 
Paul was 14, Conti gives him a medallion, about 4 
3 inches in diameter, with an overlapping Star of * 
David and swastika. It seemed like it would be- 3 
heavy, but it wasnit. It was light’and strong. It «* 
was gold-bronze, like brass. It was smooth and, 
glittery. : 
Conti told Paul that he had reaeiren it. 
from an alien who was lit-up like a Christmas. 3 
tree, as if his aura was on fire. The alien told 
Conti that the medallion identified a genuine - 
close encounter. If there was no medallion, ‘ten 
the encounter wasn't’real, . 

As Conti gave the medallion .to Pall he 
says, “Astound the world. You'll need’ this medal. 
lion later, make sure you keep it.” »» Ts 

The young Laffoley went home and ~ 
showed it to his parents. Upon 
seeing the swastika, they tell 4 
him to throw it away, that it » 
was just a nazi trinket. Instead, » 
Paul hides it in the lining of an! 
old suitcase. ee. | 


Years later, in 1967, after 
Paul had lived in New York * 
City, apprenticed with Frederitk 
Kiesler (the’ last member of De 
Stijl), lived at Warhol's original 
Fire House Factory, and single- 
handedly laid the groundwork 
for the New Realism, he trav- 

eled to Paris at the 
rreAavpe Mee recommendation of 
“Extraterrestrials often his aunt. While there 


appear as ghostlike z 
forms... surrounding he discovers the 

the demain medallion still hidden 
away in his old beat- 
up suitcase. Still thinking it is 
just a nazi trinket like his par- 
ents told him, Paul decides to 


get rid of it by throwing it in 


—— a — =] near the Pineal Gland. It looks like a tiny bullet: 
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3/8 inch long, 1/16th inch in diameter, and round 
at the ends. The clinician, a UFO buff, suggests 
it might be an implant and recommends imme- 
diate surgery to remove it. Paul declines. The 
Clinician tells him to go to MUFON, the Mutual 
UFO Network. They will know what it is. 

At MUFON it is decided that it is a nan- 
otechnological factory. Whitley Streiber might 
have had his shoved up his nose, but Paul’s was 
in the best possible location - right where it’s 
supposed to be. The device is transmitting data 
to the aliens about the worldview. It is also a 
receiver, providing Laffoley with the means to 
create his incredible art. 

Laffoley believes that the aliens are 
bureaucrats busy redesigning the universe. 
They are from the center of our galaxy. They‘re 
investigating the galaxy, and doing a little pub- 
lic relations. They're getting people used to the 
idea of aliens 
through the pop cul- 
ture. We hurrnans are 


far from the poputat- 
the Seine. Thinking he'll look Thin he wraps it ed urban center of 


around some string and puts it around his neck. the galaxy. It's kind 
En route to the Seine he stops at an out- of like how Western 
door cafe and orders a pastry and a latte. While Massachusetts isn’t 


there, a guy sits down next to Paul and strikes up really considered 

a conversation. The guy starts nibbling at the tart part of 

on Paul's plate while slowly inching closer and Massachusetts. In 
closer. Then the guy takes out a knife and starts to other words, Earth is 
cut the tart with it. Suddenly he lunges over, cuts the Pittsfield of the 


the string, and runs off with the medallion. Milky Way. 
Eventually 

Frenchman Claude Vorilhon in his book alien homesteaders 
The Message Given To Me By Extra-Terrestrials will show up, just 
claims that in 1973 he had a close encounter with like the homestead- 
an alien. The details appear in Jacques Vallee’s ers of the Old West. 
Mesengers of Deception. Vorhilhon, now called We'll be pushed aside the same way we pushed 
Rael, founder of Raelism, says that he was taken everything aside when we colonized America. 
aboard a flying saucer. The saucer interior was It's natural selection, but this time we'll be on 
decorated with the symbol of an interlocking Star the short end of the . 
of David and a swastika. The very same emblem intergalactic stick. a 


on Laffoley’s medallion. 

Was the medallion a transmitter? The 
aliens gave it to Conti in 1946 when he is first 
taken aboard their flying saucer. Conti gives it to 5 V7 aya 
Laffoley in 1953. Laffoley hides it in a suitcase in VERVE IG) 
his attic. In 1967 it is taken from Laffoley by 
Vorhilhon.' Five years later, in 1973, Vorhilhon is 0% Op Ch@e!] 
taken aboard a UFO. The aliens, conducting a 
kind of “bird-banding,” were looking for their 
friend Conti. They follow the signal to France. 
Instead of finding the medallion with Conti they 
find it in the possession of Vorhilhon. The aliens 
decide to use Vorhilhon as a spokesman. 


EYEGLASSES ° SUNGLASSES 
CONTACT LENSES 
EXAMINATIONS ARRANGED 
DOCTORS’ PRESCRIPTIONS FILLED 
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In 1992 Paul is having dental work and 
needs to have a cat scan. A strange object is dis- 
covered in between the two halves of his brain 


new england odditorium: 


windows 


by joseph a. citro 


“T look in at the windows of heaven and see 
all that there is in the invisible world.” 

- Mother Ann Lee 
founder of the Shakers 


For years investigators of the strange have theorized that 
certain places, like certain people, can be extraordinarily vul- 
nerable to “mysterious forces.” 

Diverse labels have been used to describe these “haunted” 
areas. My favorite, of course, would be “Twilight Zones.” But 
before Rod Serling, that eldritch New England horror writer, 
H.P. Lovecraft, discussed “dimensional gateways.” 

Among Fortean researchers we note the terrifying specula- 
tions of John A. Keel who used the term “windows” to describe 
these interdimensional trapdoors. And zoologist lvan Sanderson 

one-upped Keel when he coined the slightly more sinister ‘vile 
vortices.” 

Ever since Vincent Gaddis’s term “Bermuda Triangle” became 
part of the language, writers have co-opted “Triangle” to designate 
any odd geographical area. Researcher Loren Coleman identified 
the Bay State's “Bridgewater Triangle.” | even swiped the term 
when | wrote about Vermont's “Bennington Triangle.” 

Twilight Zones. Vile Vortices. Unholy Triangles. 

Of these terms, it seems to me, the most useful is also the 
most neutral: “Window areas.” These are places where a porthole 
seems to be open between this world and some other. 

Chancing a glance into one of these windows, a human being 
might see any assortment of anomalies, from angels to pterodactyls 
to flying saucers. Or, one might perceive more earthbound enig- 
mas like lake monsters, glowing virgins, or shambling eight-foot 

man-beasts. The more out of synch the apparitions are with our 
conventional three dimensional reality, the more conspicuous 
they become. 


Massachusetts - like every New England state - has its share of 

Window Areas. A good example might be the land surrounding the 

glassy waters of the Quabbin Reservoir near Amherst. That land may 
well be the frame around a window to another world. 

This vast mysterious area of mid-Massachusetts wilderness continues 
to produce strange tales of impressive variety. There are almost 80,000 
wild acres around the water; how many stories could be hidden there? 

On the near-end of the believability continuum is that the Quabbin is 
still the home of the Felis concolor couguar, AKA North American moun- 
tain lion, panther, puma, mountain screamer, catamount, or whatever you 
want to call it. This giant cat - which can be six feet long from nose to tail and 
weigh some 200 pounds - has been officially extinct in the Bay State since the 
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“last one” was killed in Amherst in 1858. Since then there have been more 
than 300 sightings, half of which were reported in the Quabbin area. 

Among other mystery animals found there, nothing could be more 
out of place than the crocodiles that are occasionally sighted around Dismal 
Swamp near Ware. In 1922, several crocodilian critters between six and 
eight feet long were spotted. More recently, crocs up to three feet long 
have actually been captured! 

But other stories may be a little harder to swallow. For example, 
back in August 13, 1919 an explosion and brilliant flash of white light 
occurred above Quabbin area between 8:00 and 9:00 in the evening. Then a 
glowing “something” descended slowly and landed on Erastus Dewey's 
property, some twenty feet from his front door. Rufus Graves, an Amherst 
professor, examined the object. It was bowl-shaped, eight inches across and 
one inch thick. This “whatsis” had a soft fuzzy clothlike surface that was yel- 
lowish-pink in color. It contained a foul-smelling pulp that liquefied and 
turned blood red when exposed to the air. Afterwards, several similar 
objects were discovered here and there throughout the area. 

But other UFOs - those that never seem to touch down - are 
more familiar sights in the skies above the Quabbin. Long before “flying 
saucers” became big news in the 1940s, weird celestial objects were busi- 
ness as usual in this haunted zone. 

But they weren't always in the sky; sometimes they were in the 
barn. 

In the winter of 1906, for example, Mr. Isaac Spinney of Petersham 
noticed a peculiar luminescence in his barn on Nichewaug Road. Though he 
was on his way to bed, he paused to watch as the light seemed to die away, 
then flare up again full force. Spinney stood transfixed as the light went 
through its bright-dim cycle several times. Something about its odd nature 
told him it was not a fire. But what was it? 

Bagging the idea of bed, Spinney raced off to tell his neighbor 
Seymour Williams. Together the men rushed back to the barn where the 
light continued to pulse. Then, as the two men watched in wonder, a glow- 
ing ball floated out of the barn and leisurely drifted off in the direction of 
W. B. Spooner’s farm. 

Spinney and Williams separated to outflank the light, but as soon as 
they made a gesture to trap it, the light vanished just as if someone had 
puffed out a candle. 

When neighbors heard about the odd event they locked their 
doors and armed themselves, not knowing if they were dealing with a 
“phantom or pyromaniac, haunt or hobo.” But this particular phantom 
intruder seemed to have gone away for good. 

Yet other “interlopers” continue to appear. A typical example 
occurred on Saturday, April 27, 1996. At about 6:00 p.m.,a man standing on 
the eastern shore of the Quabbin Reservoir spotted three UFOs cavorting 
in the sky above the water. 

“{ saw them moving in a circular, sweeping sort of motion,’ he said. 
“They made no noise and produced only a brightening light that seemed to 
silhouette them against the sky.” 

At first the UFOs looked like short lines in the sky, more like dash- 
es than dots. “By their appearance | judged them to be flat or concave in 
shape,’ the witness stated. He estimated their speed at thirty miles per 
hour. They headed north, then abruptly switched direction, moving south. “I 
watched them for about five minutes until the objects zipped over the hills 
to the west.’ 

Then - at least for a while - they were gone. 


Frequent UFO sightings. Creature manifestations. Mysterious 
disappearances. Abnormally high incidents of disease, crime, madness, and 


myriad other colorful peculiarities. 

As long ago as [899 the 
soon-to-be-drowned hamlets of the 
Swift River Valley had been profiled in 
Atlantic Monthly because of a town 
whose inhabitants seemed to be 
undergoing reverse evolution. Perhaps 
repeated reports of murders, disease 
and unmentionable blasphemies, made 
it easy to decide to flood the region 
with cleansing water. 

But before the waters came, 
during a visit in the 1920s, H.P. 
Lovecraft recognized the region's sin- 
gular weirdness. His favorite of his 
own stories, The Color Out of Space, 
was inspired by the bleak terrain and 
uncomfortable atmosphere. 

Lovecraft’s story has an end- 
ing, but - alas - there is no way to 
conclude an article such as this. Weird 
activity at the Quabbin continues. The 
window is still open. 


Join us for an exciting culinar 
adventure at the only Asian noodle 


shop in the Valley. 


63 Main St., Ainherst 253-9200 
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ax grew up in the 60s and was 
driving by the 70s. Ask me what I miss , 
most about Halloween, and | won't hesi- 
tate: | miss the Halloween drive-in the- 
ater Dusk-to-Dawn horror movie 
marathons... ; 

wy kids are lucky. We still have a 
couple of drive-ins in the area. Though 
these drive-ins are still neat, they're pale 
shadows of those | grew up with. Today, 
drive-ins show the summer crop of |. 
Hollywood product fresh from, the first- 
run mall duplexes. Family movies. 

Those aren’t drive-in movies. 


drive=in 
theater’ = 


Drive-ins 
were my church as 
| joined the masses 
assembled week in 
and week out for 
unknown, unsa- 
vory, unwatchable 
or unforgettable 
obscurities like Kill, 
Baby, Kill!, The 
Town That 
Dreaded Sundown, 
| Dismember 
Mama, Don’t Look 
in the Basement, 
She-Devils on 
Wheels, and count- 
less others. 


The Halloween Dusk-to-Dawners were the 
best. | miss the last-minute rush to see who was 
driving, the ritual of packing the car with goodies 
and figuring out how to smuggle at least one 
friend in on the floor of the back seat or the 
trunk. | miss the tinny sound blaring from speak- 
ers hung on the window (guaranteed to snag at 
least one unwary patron walking between cars 
and nearly bust the glass), the occasional need to 
start the car to clear the windshield, lift the fog 
bank moving in, or simply warm up (some of 
those Halloween nights were co/d). | miss the 
necking, the between-movie stampede for the 
reeking restrooms, the bleary-eyed clean-up of 
the car floor encrusted with trash, empty bottles, 
and that well-stomped glaze of greasy popcorn 
awash in stale soda and beer. 
¥ But most of all, | 

, miss the movies. 
] 
Thankfully, this 
' Halloween you can recreate 
_ the experience in your own 
| home with VMag’s handy 
guide to programming your 
| own Halloween Dusk-to- 
_ | Dawn Horror Movie 
Marathon! The trappings are 
up to you. The program- 
| ming, though, is all-impor- 
tant. 
Only the first package list- 
| ed below is suitable for chil- 
_ dren or younger audiences; 
| the rest revel in the forbid- 
den. It may take some dig- 
ging and store-to-store 
safaris to put ‘em together, 
but trust me, it'll be worth 
it. Each suggested marathon 
package is listed in recom- 
mended viewing order (rule 
of thumb: start with the oldest or slowest, always 
save the sickest or least coherent film for last). 


FAMILY FEAR-FESTS: These 
should be acceptable to most American house- 
holds. Being horror movies, they do feature 
ghosts (hence implied spiritualism), vampires, the 
walking dead, and killer klowns. There is a calcu- 
lated escalation of gore content, too: no onscreen 
bloodshed in the first two; bloody fangs and stak- 
ings in the third; a potpourri of briefly-seen exter- 
nalized organs, a severed hand, and a very nasty 
offscreen death in the fourth; and Killer Klowns is 
pretty gruesome in spots (sipping blood from cot- 
ton-candy-cocooned human prey with crazy 
straws), but they are klowns, and it’s all pretty 
silly with a happy ending and all. Nevertheless, 
some content may be objectionable. 

1) The House on Haunted Hill: William 
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Castle, master of clean-cut gimmick horror, 
starred Vincent Price in this archetypal 1958 
haunted house movie; great fun! 2) Lady in 
White: An earnest, heartfelt blend of Americana 
and traditional ghost story. The ghost of a mur- 
dered girl puts little Lucas Haas (Witness, Mars 
Attacks, Johns) on the trail of a small-town child- 
killer. A moving, memorable achievement. 3) 
Horror of Dracula: Christopher Lee is Dracula and 
Peter Cushing is Van Helsing in this handsomely 
mounted and performed Technicolor Hammer 
classic, building its spidery suspense to a devastat- 
ing climax. 4) Tales From the Crypt: NOT the 1990s 
gore-drenched TV series/movies, but the 1972 
anthology film based on the EC horror comics, 
starring Ralph Richardson, Peter Cushing, and 
Joan Collins in five stories, each more gruesome 
than the last, framed by a simple but effective 
morality play. 5) Killer Klowns from Outer Space: 
An aheolutet bone-headed story featuring a ton 
o’killer klowns, creepy and funny as can be. 
SUBS: Invasion of the Body Snatchers 
(1956), The Fly (1958 — not the David Cronenberg 
remake!), Carnival of Souls, The Mummy (1959, 
with Chris Lee), The Haunting, The Mask (avail- 
able on video in 3-D, and a great drive-in item: 
“Put the Mask on NOW!”), Monster Squad, Brides 
of Dracula, House of Dark Shadows, Fright Night. 


MONSTER MASH: Look, you 
don‘t need Halloween to stage a Godzilla fest. | 
looooove giant monster movies, but let's face it, 
the really scary monster movies are the ones 
where the critters can literally creep under your 
skin. Here’s a lineup of some of my favorite bio- 
logical horrors. The first two are suitable viewing 
for younger viewers, but for God’s sake, get the 
kids to bed before the Cronenberg movie! 

1) Fiend Without a Face: This 1958 sf 
thriller from producer Richard Gordon starts like 
every other 1950s black-and-white clunker, but 
stay with it for the jaw-dropping, board-breaking, 
blood-splattering climactic siege of slithering, 
leaping brain creatures! 2) Island of Terror: 
Another atmospheric Richard Gordon gem, star- 
ring Peter Cushing and a growing population of 
turtle-like unicellular monsters which feed on liv- 
ing bone, leaving puddles of baggy flesh behind. 
Bonus points for inventive special effects use of 
canned spaghetti. Brrrrr! 3) The creatures are 
hardly asexual in David Cronenberg’s feature film 
debut They Came From Within (aka Shivers, the 
original Canadian title under which its been 
remastered on video). A modern high-rise apart- 
ment building is infested with vile parasites (sug- 
Gest vely fecal and phallic in form) which spread 

ike wildfire through the human population, dri- 
ving one and all into an orgiastic sexual frenzy. 
Twenty years after its release, it's still a real shock- 
er. 4) Brain Damage: Frank Henonlotter, the 
maker of Basket Case (another great entry in this 
lineup, if you need a substitute), offers this scato- 


logical tale of a boy and his parasite (voiced by 
1950s TV horror host Zacherle) which pumps hal- 
jucinogenic chemicals directly into the lad’s brain- 
pan in exchange for human prey. 5) The Evil 
Within (original title: Baby Blood): This dubbed 
French film starts when some-thing bursts out of 
a caged tiger and slithers into the womb of a 
women working with the circus, communicating 
directly with its new surrogate mother, prompting 
her to secure the human plasma (what else?) that 
it needs to live. Ah, maternal devotion! This U.S. 
video version trims much of the gore, but it packs 
a punch nonetheless. Unfounderteunias claims 
Gary Oldman dubbed the in utero monster’s 
voice. 

SUBS: Squirm, Basket Case, Ticks, The 
Nest, John Carpenter’s The Thing, Cronenberg’s 
The Brood, Possession (with Isabel Adjani; the only 
U.S. video release is cut, but it’s still a corker). 


THE CLASSIC DUSK-TO- 
DAWN DEAD SFIOQWS This needs lit- 
tle explanation, though Resident Evil junkies owe 
it to themselves to catch up on these classics. The 
first three are by George Romero, the last two by 
Sam Raimi. Highly recommended, especially if 
you're new to all this, and ESPECIALLY if you've 
never seen any of these movies! WHAT ARE YOU 
WAITING FOR??!? 

1) Night of the Living Dead: The one and 
only, the original, accept no colorized versions, 
substitutes, or remakes. The restored Elite 
Entertainment/Anchor Bay tape is recommended; 
beware of substandard “public domain” dupes 
from Blockbuster, Star, etc, though the Hal Roach 
Studio and Spotlight Video versions are okay. 2) 
Dawn of the Dead: hey, there’s got to be a morn- 
ing after... the Elite/Anchor Bay “Director's Cut” 
restores trimmed character bits, but the theatrical 
version (either Thorn/EMI or Republic releases) is 
the version Romero prefers himself. It's a leaner, 
meaner, genuinely apocalyptic edit that isn’t miss- 
ing a nanosecond of gore. 3) Day of the Dead: 
Not the full-scale epic Romero intended to make, 
but still one of the most potent horror movies of 
the 1980s. The real star here is Bub, the first love- 
able zombie. He’ll steal your heart, guaranteed. If 
you live in the Amherst/Sunderland area, pick up 
some Bub’s BBQ to heat up for this one! 4) The 
Evil Dead: Spam-in-a-cabin, as they say. An exhila- 
rating, wall-to-wall welter of gore, untarnished 
by time. 5) Evil Dead 2: Dead By Dawn: If Tex 
Avery had directed a horror movie, this would be 
it. More a remake than a sequel, this is an ideal 
Halloween nightcap, especially with the remas- 
tered edition from Anchor Bay at your fingertips. 
Bon Appetit! 

SUBS (if you must): Death Dream, 
Messiah of Evil, Tomb of the Blind Dead, Lucio 
Fulci’s Zombie (or, once it’s finally on video, The 
Beyond), Peter Jackson's Bead Alive (unrated ver- 


sion only). @® 


BLOOD- 
SUCK- 
ERSs If 
youre a 
vampire 
nut, this is 
YOUR 
NIGHT, 
baby. If it’s 
to be an 
all-Dracula 
| marathon, 
dealina 
chestnut 
like 
Scream, 
Blacula, 
| Scream, 
Legend of 
the Seven 
Golden 
Vampires, 
or Andy 
Warhol's 
Dracula. 
Interview 
With A 
Vampire or 
The Hunger 
are accept- 
able only if 
booked 
i with disrep- 
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brothers 
like The Velvet Vampire, House of Dark Shadows, 
or Larry Cohen‘s Return to Salem's Lot. Lesbian 
vampire marathons are encouraged (recommend- 
ed line-up: Dracula’s Daughter, The Vampire 
Lovers, The Blood-Spattered Bride, Vampyres, 
Daughters of Darkness). However, you cannot 
substitute artsy crap like Nadja for the real grue. 

1) The Fearless Vampire Killers: This is 
finally on tape in Roman Polanski's preferred cut, 
a fine, funny, and frightening summary of the 
tradition. 2) Daughters of Darkness: Harry 
Kumel’s stylish Euro-trash vampyre lesbos epic 
which The Hunger pirated its look and tone 
from. Now available in its original European cut 
from Anchor Bay, and highly recommended! 3) 
Andy Warhol's Dracula aka Blood for Dracula: 
Udo Kier must have “wirgin blodd” but Joe 
Dellasandro stays one deflowering ahead of him. 
Funny, gory, beautiful, and tragic, but avoid the 
R-rated version at all costs (it even cuts Roman 
Polanski’s delightful cameo). 4) George Romero's 
Martin: Martin is a shy teen blood-drinker (vam- 
pire or sexual psychopath?), an embarrassment to 
the family, who is shipped off to Pittsburgh to 
live with the patriarchal Slavic uncle who promis- 
es to snuff him if he gets out of hand. A master- 


piece, restored and remastered anew on video. 5) 
Pick up the pace with Kathryn Bigelow and Eric 
Red's bracing vampire road-movie Near Dark, star- 
ring Lance Henrickson as surrogate father to a 
nomadic clutch of white-trash bloodsuckers. Great 
characters and some stunning horror and action 
sequences more than make up for the letdown 
last act. 6) Guillermo del Toro’s Cronos brings fresh 
blood to the form; harrowing and horrific, witha 
big heart. 

SUBS: Thirst, Grave of the Vampire, Count 
Yorga Vampire, Return of Count Yorga, The 
Addiction, From Dusk to Dawn (a self-contained 
double-feature). 


PSY CH OKILLERSS Leave the 
Michael Myers/Jason/Freddie legacies to the 
younger set. Alfred Hitchcock's Psycho is a prereq- 
uisite here. If you've never seen it, make it the 
first item in your Dinner-Hour-to-Dawn marathon. 
Assuming you've seen Psycho like all the rest of 
Western Civilization, let us proceed at dusk... 

1) The Sadist: This harrowing 1962 sus- 
pense-shocker based on the notorious Charlie 
Starkweather murder spree is finally on video 
thanks to Rhino. It unreels in real time, and shows 
what an inspired filmmaker can do with five char- 
acters, a junkyard, and a camera. 2) Paul Bartel’s 
Private Parts: Forget the Howard Stern title, this is 
the real item, a pitch-black horror-comedy set in a 
sordid California hotel jam-packed with eccentrics, 
deviants, and crazies — and it co-stars Chip from 
My Three Sons! 3) The Texas Chainsaw Massacre: 
Ignore the sequels, accept no substitutes. Despite 
the title, this is not a gorefest — there's precious 
little onscreen bloodshed — but it remains one of 
the most horrific, nerve-wracking experiences in 
cinema, brilliantly crafted by a mongrel pack of 
Texan film students. 4) Santa Sangre: An awe- 
inspiring, transcendental serial-killer epic by 
Alejandro Jodorowsky, founding father of the 
Midnight Movie with his blood-drenched zen- 
western El Topo. 5) Natural Born Killers: Oliver 
Stone’s manic meditation on our media-pumped 
culture of violence may have been disowned by 
author Quentin Tarintino, but it’s still one of the 
keystones of the 1990s, and the ultimate psy- 
chokiller movie to date. Be sure to get the unrated 
director's cut. 6) Henry: Portrait of a Serial Killer: 
This one’s last because it cuts right to the bone. 
An unflinching, terrifying, believable snapshot of 
the real item — be prepared. 

SUBS: Peeping Tom, The Honeymoon 
Killers, Black Christmas, Bay of Blood, The Hills 
Have Eyes, The Hitcher, White of the Eye, Man 
Bites Dog (unrated director’s cut version only). 


PSYCHEDELIC HORRORS: 
Bad trips, indeed! Personal discretion is advised in 
the accompanying use of intoxicants, herbal reme- 
dies, and/or hallucinogens while viewing. These 
are all wake-the-neighbors sound-system shakers 


— play them LOUD, and Happy 
Trails! 

1) The Tingler: Great 1950s 
schlock in which Vincent Price 
injects 100 milligrams of LSD-25 to 
take the first on-screen “trip.” 
Shock-showman William Castle 
originally released this with 
buzzers installed under select the- 
ater seats to jolt screams from 
unwary audience members! 2) 
Mantis in Lace: An acid-dosed 
stripper slaughters male sexist pigs 
in this impoverished 1960s sleaze- 
fest. Take a machete to that 
banana, baby! 3) Russ Meyer’s 
Beyond the Valley of the Dolls: 
Hilarious high-octane parody of 
the old rise-and-fall success soap, 
ripe with sex, violence, gender- 
benders, and Hollywood vices. Co- 
scripted by Roger Ebert (!). 4) 
Suspiria: Dario Argento's mind- 
bending classic doesn’t involve 
drugs, but it remains one of the 
most delirious color horror films 
ever made — and oh, that Goblin 
music. 5) Tetsuo: This Japanese 
flesh-and-metal fusion nightmare 
is even more delirious and disori- 
enting than Suspiria, with a 
pounding industrial-music score. 
Crank that sound system UP!!! 

SUBS: | Drink Your Blood, 
El Topo, Brain Damage, 
Videodrome, Altered States, Brain 
Dead. 


ARTS Y-FARTSY 
TRANCE HORROR: 
Okay, this is for the Pleasant Street 
Video crowd. Bill and Dana will be 
your gurus. Trust them (after all, 
they ARE television stars). And no, 
you cannot squeeze revisionist 
tripe like Nadja in here. It still does 
not qualify. Ever. 

Warning: This is not an 
entertainment. This is a mind- 
altering cinepharmaceutical fest. 
Proceed at your own risk. The goal 
is to arrive at an alpha-wave state 
between viewing and dreaming, in 
which you may hallucinate or 
dream a custom-fitted final fea- 
ture of your own. 

1) Maya Deren’s short 
Meshes of the Afternoon (the first 
film on Maya Deren, Experimental 
Films Vol. 1, from Mystic Fire 
Video): a woman, a knife, a myste- 
rious cloaked figure, the haunting 


herd aes Piease check out j 
Specializing in aguante 5 minutes north 
-Art aged USO LAA of Northampton 


Scholarly Books athletes” section = on Routes 5 &10 
- THE BEATS Coming Soon (413) 247-3028 


LARKIN & SAMOLEWICZ 


8 BRIDGE STREET 
NORTHAMPTON, MASSACHUSETTS 01060 


GENERAL PRACTICE OF LAW 


WILLIAM J. LARKIN TELEPHONE: (413) 586-5622 
Fax: (413) 586-5136 


STEVEN E. SAMOLEWICZ E-MAIL: larsam@javanet.com 


CURIOSITY 


VINTAGE, RETRO AND 
ECLECTIC OBJECTS 


FOR YOURSELF 
OR YOUR SPACE 


DOWNSTAIRS AT 


SECONDS PLEASE 


§) ELM, ST. 


FACTOR 


Delivered to your door 
One coupon per pizza 
No other coupons or specials apply 


ANY PIZZA, 
ANY SIZE, 
ANY OR ALL 


TOPPINGS 


9.95 + TAX 
Good uniil 11/30 
i, _ With this coupon 


584-7777 


precursor to all that follows. 2) Daughter of Horror aka 
Dementia: another woman's descent into madness in a genuine- 
ly deranged 1955 oddity that blends poverty-row urban night- 
mare and surrealist horror. 3) Roman Polanski’s Repulsion: 
Catherine Denueve is a manicurist spiralling into madness, a dis- 
integration rendered with a terrifying, tactile clarity. 4) Clean, 
Shaven: That’s enough madwomen for one night, time to take a 
road trip with a male schizo in search of —? More manicure 
mayhem, too; you've been warned. 5) David Lynch's Eraserhead: 
One of the ultimate dream/nightmare/trance tilms of all time, 
starring the late Jack Nance as the put-upon Henry. Skip the oat- 
meal for breakfast afterwards. 6) Begotten: REAL nightmare 
material that makes Eraserhead look like a model of mainstream 
narrative coherence. A seated figure, splashes of — blood? A 
tortured nude man writhes at the feet of his cloaked tormen- 
tors; a blur of mud, blood, dung, textures, shapes, shadows: | 
cannot describe it. I’m still unable to shake it. 

SUBS: Cabinet of Dr. Caligari (1919), Kenneth Anger’s 
Inauguration of the Pleasure Dome, Carnival of Souls, Let’s 
Scare Jessica to Death, Trance (on Canadian N.P.Y. Video label 
only, usually relegated to the adult room), Stanley Kubrick’s The 
Shining, Twin Peaks: Fire Walk With Me. 


Hey, those’re my suggestions, honed by decades 
of drive-in and video abuse. 

If one of those don't suit your fancy, put your own Dusk- 
to-Dawn package together. How about ROADHOG 
RAMPAGES (Satan’s Sadists, Werewolves on Wheels, Race 
With The Devil, Near Dark, Breakdown), BLAXPLOITATION 
BOOGEYMEN (Blacula, Blackenstein, Sugar Hill [the 1974 origi- 
nal, on Orion Home Video], Dr. Black and Mr. Hyde, Def By 
Temptation, Tales From The Hood), or KID KILLERS (The Bad 
Seed, The Other, The Omen, Devil Times Five, The Little Girl 
Who Lives Down the Lane, The Good Son). No goddamned 


Nadja, though. Period. —Z* 


A SCENE FROM JESSE GORDON’S 
A CONVERSATION WITH ARCHIE SHEPP 


COCR HT SH RHE CEHOREH DOH SO ESHERESESCEHOESORONEOE 


3: THEY WENT TO NORTHAMPTON 

>: HIGH SCHOOL TOGETHER, AND 

>; DROPPED OUT OF COLLEGE IN 

+» MINNESOTA. BOTH HAVE DONE 
THEIR SHARE OF COURT-ASSIGNED 
COMMUNITY SERVICE. JESSE PLAYS 
3} BASS AND WIGGLES AROUND IN 

2} SHARON AMERICA, NATE RAPS AND 
= INSULTS PEOPLE FOR THE DISCS OF 
=: TRON. THEY EVEN RECORDED A 


TION ENTITLED “MINUTE LOVER.” 


NOW, THEY'RE MAKING A LOT OF 
3; NOISE ON THE LOCAL FILM SCENE: 
ss NATE FORD'S "THE TYRANT" AND 


« JESSE GORDON’S "A CONVERSATION 


* WITH ARCHIE SHEPP” ARE EAGERLY 
ss ANTICIPATED ENTRIES IN THE 
UPCOMING NORTHAMPTON FILM 


*= DAMON AND BEN AFFLECK OF THE 
** PIONEER VALLEY. EXCEPT THEY‘RE 


THE BOOT 
OF THE 
CORPO- 
RATE 

-)| OPPRES- 

) SOR. 

YV: 
SPEAKING 


HOW DO 


OF WHICH, 


* HIGH SCHOOL. 


‘NF: HE DID A GREAT JOB. HE’SA 
: TRUE THESPIAN. 


JG: A THEZBO. 


: YV: WHAT WAS THE BIGGEST CHAL- 
> LENGE? 


= NF: JUSTIFYING THE THING TO MY 
‘PROFESSORS. THEY'RE LIKE “IS THIS 
: ANGSTY EXISTENTIALISM OR 


YOU GUYS : " 
? SCATHING SOCIAL COMMENTARY? 
| LIKE BEING [AND ('M LIKE “BOTH.” 


PAs? : 
1 NF: IT’S 2 YV: WHAT'S IT UIE WORKING WITH 
} DIFFERENT. 2 ARCHIE SHEPP? 
JG: YOU : JG: IT WAS KIND OF INTIMIDATING 
GET THESE s BECAUSE HE'S SUCH A HEAVY- 
1 CooL : WEIGHT. IN A CAREER THAT'S 
4 WALKIE : APPROACHING 40 YEARS HE'S 
pai 2 * RECORDED WITH COLTRANE, DAMN 


: BUT AS FAR AS YOUR SUGGESTIONS 
> FOR NEAT CAMERA ANGLES: 
? FUGGEDABOUTIT. 


: NF: IT’S WEIRD WHEN ONE ACTOR 

> HAS A BIGGER CREW FOR HAIR AND 
: MAKEUP THEN THE ENTIRE PRODUC- 
: TION CREW ON ANY MOVIE YOU'VE 
> EVER MADE. AND THE HOURS ARE 
: LONG... 


: JG: ...BUT THE PAY IS SHORT. 
: YV: HAVE YOU TWO COLLABORATED? 


: NF: WE DID A VIDEO FOR [LOCAL 
: PUNK ROCK LEGENDS] THE MARSHES 
OGETHER. IT WAS FOR HOPELESS 


: RECORD’S VIDEO SAMPLER “CINEMA : 


? NEAR REVOLUTIONIZED JAZZ, AND 
: TALKED SOME SERIOUS SHIT ABOUT 
> WHITEY. 


+ NF: ARCHIE’S A SUBVERSIVE DUDE. 


: JG: HE REALLY DELVES INTO THE 
> CONNECTIONS BETWEEN RACIAL 
= POLITICS AND MUSIC. PLUS HE’S 
: JUST GOT THIS INCREDIBLE PRES- 
: ENCE THAT TRANSLATES REALLY 

: WELL TO THE VIDEO SCREEN. 


? YV: PLANS FOR THE FUTURE? 


: JG: I'M LOOKING FOR FUNDING TO 

: EXPAND THE ARCHIE SHEPP PRO- 

: JECT, AND GET IT ON PBS OR SOME- 
> THING. ALSO | NEED TO FIND A JOB. 


> BEER NUTS.” IT ACTUALLY ENDED UP : NF: ME, LYNN, AND OUR DOG BABU 


: SELLING CLOSE TO 10,000 COPIES. 
: YOU MIGHT BE ABLE TO FINDITINA 


FESTIVAL. THESE TWO ARE THE MATT : RECORD STORE, OR WE COULD LET 


: YOU BORROW IT OR SOMETHING. 


> BROKE, OBSCURE, AND THEY'RE NOT : JG: WE DID IT CHEAP ON SUPER-8. 
2 DATING STARLETS (ALTHOUGH NATE'S: THE BEST PART IS THE ENDING. 


: WIFE LYNN IS PRETTY HOT). BOTH 
ss WORK AS PRODUCTION ASSISTANTS 
= (PAs), NATE FOR MIRAMAX’S “CIDER 
= HOUSE RULES” AND JESSE ASA 

= FREELANCER IN NEW YORK CITY. 


= YID VICIOUS: SO HOW DO YOU GUYS ; 


= FEEL ABOUT THE DAMON/AFFLECK 
= COMPARISONS THAT EVERYONE'S 
= MAKING? 


= JESSE GORDON: WE NEVER REALLY 
=: ASKED FOR IT. WE'RE STILL TOUGH- 
= ING IT OUT ON THE FESTIVAL CIR- 

= CUIT. 


=: NATE FORD: OUR WORK IS MUCH 
s: EDGIER THAN THEIRS. WE'RE NOT 
ss INTO THAT WHOLE MAINSTREAM- 
= SPIELBERGIAN-WHITEBREAD-BUT- 
s+ TRESS-THE-HEGEMONY THING. 


= JG: YEAH, WE’RE ALL ABOUT NOT 
= BUTTRESSING THE HEGEMONY. 


? YV: YOU GUYS SOUND LIKE GRAD 
©: STUDENTS. 


RETICAL SHIT. 
* JG: SO-CALLED “INDIES” STILL LICK 


> NF: WE BLEW UP SOME DOGSHIT IN 


: WILL PROBABLY MOVE TO NYC 

> WHEN “CIDER HOUSE” WRAPS. I'M 

: DEVELOPING A SCI-Fl DOCUMENTARY 
* THAT DEALS WITH MASTURBATION 

: AND THE COMMODIFICATION OF 

> THE ALTERNATIVE LIFESTYLE. 


> “A CONVERSATION WITH ARCHIE SHEPP” 
> WILL BE SHOWN SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 


< SLOW MOTION. IT’S REVOLUTIONARY ; 1PM, AT THE NORTHAMPTON CENTER 


: ON SEVERAL LEVELS. 


> FOR THE ARTS. 


: JG: IT GOT ALL OVER NATE WHEN WE : “THE TYRANT” CAN BE SEEN SUNDAY, 


: DETONATED IT. 


!YV: WHAT ABOUT “ROCK 'N ROLL 
: COOKING?” 


: NOVEMBER 8, 4PM, AT STODDARD HALL, 
s SMITH-COLLEGE. 


+: FOR MORE INFO ON THE NORTHAMPTON 
; FILM FESTIVAL: 586.3471 / 


: NF: WE JUST THREW UP SOME LIGHTS : www.nohofilm.org 


: AND RAN CAMERAS FOR ED. 


: JG: THE SHOW'S CREATOR, 
: EDDIE HOLLY, IS A GENIUS. HE'S 

: WORKING ON A NEW EPISODE 4 
: ABOUT A HOT DOG EATING 

: CONTEST. 


: YV: TELL ME ABOUT YOUR 
: FILMS. 


> NF: “THE TYRANT” IS BASICALLY | 
>A SURREAL PORTRAIT OF INSANI- 

* TY AND ALIENATION. IT DRAWS 

* HEAVILY FROM THE SCULPTURE/ 

: INSTALLATION ART OF ED AND 

> NANCY KIENHOLZ. IT FEATURES A 


NF: WE'RE INTO SOME HEAVY THEO- ! GROUNDBREAKING PERFORMANCE 


: BY MR.MCKINLEY. 
*JG: HE USED TO GET US BEER IN 


\- . 
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THEM WHO FELL TO 


Director 
Mayersberg 


—— 
= 
won 
a0 Oy 


as Roeg and Paul 
pted Walter Tevis’ 1963 
move anto a truly intelligent and 
adult “alien film,” ee ie mortal - 
ity. love, sexuality he risks of 
repression and expression, and even 
Col pordrions.— these abstract. alven 
entities which inevitably devour the 
frail dreams they were built upon. 

- STEPHEN BISSETTE 


My favorite movie alien has to be 
David Bowie in_ The Man Who Fell to 
Earth. This Glam-Rock androgyne in a 
silyer lame body suit turns out to be 
an Ubermensch amd Capitalist jdckal. 
He also manages to ooze effluvial 
apace guy goo all over naked Candy 

ark... but it comes out of his fin- 
gers because he has no personal 
areasi!) (Ir vou get my meaning. ) 
That's the way I prefer my invaders: 
no big brained wide-eyed ghouls in 
pajamas or huggable space waifs for 
me, thank you very much. Give me a 
svelte euro-trash enigma with a flat 
affect a “ete fees end. 


J) 
y 2001:A SPACE ODYSSEY 
835 
tee? some May not call 
Tae MOW TE, PIU Wie 1) 
the Panene blac 
in nature? A 


aN 
1 
a 
it 


this an 
onder. the 
monolith, 


origin oft 
landmark 


Is it alien 
from God? Who knows? 
Hal, the computer, 
strictly an alien, 
ot malevolent 


And though 

is also not 

it’s development 
ideas separates it from 
man’s creation, making it an evil 
Siiwin to Star Trek's Data but, only 
paranoia. 


Noevel oping one emotion: 
ROSCOE 


z ies 
and 


as chosen by ti 
usual gang of vmag 
m freaks 


on a farm and harass the livestock. 
Teens stumble across their scheme while 
making out at “Lookout Point” and try 
to warn the town, but not before the 
aliens epeey them with some kind of 
liquid t shoots out of their fin- 
gers_and smells like alcohol. The 
result? The teens make it to town to 
warn everybody, but no one believes 
them because they ' "smell drunk. Frank 
Gorshin adds the finishing touches to 
ee sana OneeDE FICK. 


L STRAUB 
ESCRUSS THE 


ede Ho UHR ss 


jens? You want ron” Then Buckaroo 
ae is your movie! Good aliens who 
look to us like Rastafarians and evil 
aliens who appear as corporate types 
are locked in a death struggle with the 
fate of our planet hanging in the bal- 


ance. Only one man can save us -- rock 
Star, neurosurgeon, and physicist 
Buckaroo Bonzai. Inventive, original, 


and see any dense, director W.D. 
Richter and writer Earl Mac Rauch’ 
colloboration comes across as the ee 
of science fiction film the Firesign 
Theater naa tens written. 


syarth ON OF yHE aBODY 
(remake 
ek! onald auernscdl: aie movie is 


eerily slow in its’ tension building, 
as earthlings’ “alienated” behavior 
Start to become a plague. Masses of 
people are seen on the street. walking 
around unanimated and emotionless 
(thats not normal?). Anyway, those not 
ant liveted, start. to pigaoer and discover 
tie Wnvasion.. As the last rend ae 
ay. Bnei: they are preyed upon, 

y pretend to assimilate into the. new 
aoe y until they can find a way out. 
In the end the tension comes to a 
eerie climax as nobody knows who is 
pretending and who is really, really 


gone. 
- LULU 
6 SPHERE (1997) 


Although ?t Wsencre™ about the prospee@m. oT id liielis 
than aliens themselves, it_has many other elements 
that make it my favorite alien movie. To be hon- 
est, the original draw for me to see this movie 
was not the plot, the special effects, or even 
because Michael Crichton wrote it. It was one 
thing and, one thingwonive. Savev Seimepers 

(Right now, most of you_are probably saying “Who?” 
If you Ve nevereieard.of this extremely. vavemited 
actor, go rent Sphere, Walking and Talking, 
Daythippers, of screai 29s-you Wo tbe sovies Li 
ou have, congratulations—you are on my Cool 

ist.) Sphere is about a spaceship that has land- 
ed at the bottom of the ocean, and the_team of 
specialists sent down to examine it. They all 
have their personal problems, dark pasts, and 
quirks that Girive icach: other Sra es may bem T ers 
ally. “Starring Dustin Hotimen. Sharon Stomesgand 
Samuel L. Jackson, the movie is also enjoyable for 
the fact that behind tie intelligent sei-ta 
facade, Sphere is laden with pu) dialogue and 
clever comedy that will keep you laughing between 
the tense seenes:. SOnew ot envy ravoriitesaquetes 1s 
the following, from a scene where the crew has 
established contact with the ships’ inhabitants: 
Barnes -— “Ask him for his last name.” 

Harry — “What?” 

Barnes =) ] want) aru nana for aniy grenion te salen 
not putting in my report that _I lost a crew member 
oe a deep-sea expedition to find an alien named 

erry. 
AUNDRIA THEOCLES 


1h VS. THE 
aaah AUCERS 
(1956) ; 

The pop ripples from Ra 
Harryhausen s archetypa 
xenophobic masterpiece 
continue Eo spread. fis 
Saucers pop up in JHE 
27th DAY, Orson, Welles’ F 
IS FOR FAKE, the Church 
of the SubGenius’ BULL 
DADA, and Tim Burton’s 
MARS ATTACKS (which bor- 
(oboe Ray falling 
Washington Monument), and 
INDEPENDENCE DAY is a 
remake. 


- EARL J 
BONDGRASSE 


THE THING (1951) 
ee about fancy spe- 
Cla leeffects” orvhimtech 
magic. »iwesshiswmoere with 
aliens. My favorite is 
Christian Nyby’s THE 
THNGes SAS aeikaidiee 
couldn’t sleep after see- 
ing it. Now I laugh at 
James Arness_ lumbering 


LOUISE WANTS TO DRESS 
YOU FOR HALLOWEEN! 


63 Main Street | 
_| Brattleboro VT 05301 ; 
| “802-254-2261 | 


Mon.-Sat. 10-6 | 
Fri. -8 / Sun. 12-5) 
.* 


‘ 10,000 sq. ft. of Treasures! ) 


Twice Upon A Time 


Antiques, Collectibles, Clothing, & Furniture 


Happy Rie Birthday 
| vag 


Why, youre nothing buta 
BIG baby! 


Pleasant Street Theater 


We're on the 
side of good! 


around like Frankenstein 29 Pleasant St. 

in a space, suit-and at Northampion MA 01060 \\ 
de ane ea 4\3 584-6162 or A — 
sucking vegetable = an : > 4 

ay etel lectual Galninmoib. ” pstv@javanet.com a: 


i: 
BROOKS ROBARDS 


GATEWAY 
oe 


Vea Mnpdorh © Tom oe 


ert Aronson 
an 
Honda/Acura 
Specialists 


236 Pleasant Street 


Northampton, MA 01060 
413-584-8757 


- MENTION THIS AD FOR A 
P $14.99 TUNE-UP (REG. $25) 


K2 Nitro Morrow Forum Joyride VVorlc 
Industries Shorty’s | VIA Original Si 
Blond Spare Vans Airwalk Dub Sessio 

Quicksilver Lib Technologies Till 
Volcom Split Fresh Jive Four Squar 
os Special Blend Oakley Armetie 
Ve Dragon Stick-it Bakoda 7 Bal! Ja 
Se Tune Shop 100’s of Skateboards plane 
Earth Da Kine Switch Cl: icke Tn 
ii Two ES Emerica Axion DC \ beach ; 


| 


Don’t be fooled by the fact that the alien 
in this classic. movie is a vegetable, 
because you would not want to serve it for 
dinner! The Thing is a creepy, frighten- 
ing Mas Lemp eee that keeps you riveted to 
the. Sy Ue was, the ISSc™memake is a 
disgrace. ) 
SE GOUWES Se 0 er Es eine Ren 


0 , 

a JOHN CARPENTER’S THE THING 
(T982) John Carpenter's respectful remake 
of, and an_hommage to, Howard Hawks’ 1951 
THE THING FROM ANOTHER WORLD, stars -Kurt 
Russell and a great supper unig CAS OF. 
well-known character actors as, respective- 
ly, a helicopter pilot and a team of 
research scientists in Antarctica, and the 
horror of their “alien encounter.” In 
years to come, this may be considered 
Carpenter's best and most underrated film. 
At the time of it’s release, critics 
hailed 1t ‘as 7aeocor nal =sAbIEN = But es'0 
what — despite the fact that it is a mod- 


ern classic,..one. of ese imep tral lose was 
the same story/film that inspired this one. 
ae me) UCHAE I CHAR Bomaialal 


{ 802-254-8399 \ 
| Route 9, W. Brattleboro 


[| 3 miles west of Exit 2 off 91 


Voted area’s best 
breakfast four years 
in a row by Market |. 
| Surveys of America 


Serving authentic 
Mexican food 
Thursday-Saturday 


6am-9pm daily 


4) == = 


Chelsea Royal Diner 
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n 
L : ry L 
1 
| (J) FIRE IN THE SKY (1993) 
FTIm version of Travis Walton's alleged 
1973 abduction while out OU uy epee a 
(always a good combination) with a group 
of friends. The abduction sequence is 


gr Tee iG te Cole time 
Taipei & Tokyo 


aboard ail iem, Eraivrie 
Chinese and Japanese Restaurant & SUSHI BAR 


downright creepy (as dire 
OPEN DAILY 


the aliens) and his 
post-abduction trials 

LUNCH, DINNER & TAKE-OUT 
18 Main Street 


and tribulations (facing 
friends and community) 

Northampton 582-1888 
FREE DELIVERY 


as he seeks a return to 
normalcy emotionally 

A itcrspait Minimum of $ 10 ») ; 
Northampton, Florence, Hadley 


authentic. As Walton, 
KARMWY BARRACKS, INC.* 


DB Sweeney gives his 
best performance to 

ot. GENUINE U.S. & EUROPEAN MILITARY 
=f. CLOTHING & EQUIPMENT 


date. Chilling and 
CHECK OUT THE ORIGINALS 
AT THE ARMY BARRACKS! 


engrossing.  AClT Moun : 
wanna see a so-bad-it’s- 
fun film treatment of 
the abduction scenario 
check out the much loop- 
ier Communion. With 
further proof that | 
Christopher Walken ain't 
quite human - he’s part 
a ema) 

- DAPHNE HOEY 


257 Main Street, 
Northampton, MA 01060 
(413) 585-9330 / www.armybarracks.com 
STUDENT ADVANTAGE MEMBER 
10% discount for active military, 
veterans, police & firefighters 


A Nove. By JOSEPH A. CiTRO 


For a long time he didn’t know 
where he was. 

Waking had been a gradual 
process. First there was a localized 
sensation of discomfort, as if he’d 
been lying on his arm for too long and 
it had gone to sleep. The prickly 
feeling spread over his chest slowly, 
like a thick, bubbling oil, until it 
was joined by an uncomfortable aware- 
ness of cold. This he experienced for 
some time before it occurred to him to 
open his eyes. That was his first 
mistake. When he opened them the lids 
fluttered involuntarily and the 
headache struck like a hammer blow to 
the skull. 

Initially he couldn’t see any- 
thing. His first thought was that he 
was waking in the middle of the night 
in his bedroom, suffering from a 
killer hangover. “Then random memories 
began to assert themselves and he knew 
he wasn’t at home. 

He had no sense of time or 
place. 

Again he closed his eyes. and 
felt a small relief from the persis- 
tent pain that made the back of his 
neck feel as.if it were squeesed ina 
clamp. Testing the extent of his dis- 
comfort, he: opened and closed his 
fists a few times. thet moved his arnis 
to his sidessand tried to position 
them to help him Sit up. He found his 
legs were lending no assistance. 


His eyes cpened wide tin alarm, 
mindlesseof the resulting sain. He 
tried to) look down at his body. star= 
ing in “the direction of his feet until 
his vision Gigared. 

It Wee diffaend= to see. Clammy. 


darkness praased agaiast him Like a 
wet sponge. Tilting his head. he 
looked #beve him. #e sould eee the 
winter frosted mirrer in tre 
sky tar @eove. The opening thienga 
which he) S@aeae Was an Oval frame 
around thet atsOn. It Was shaped Like 
an eye wits ae meee fe Ges eercer’ 

He rcwmQweere4 Feiiiay. semning 
and talling. 3a he feremoacnec, 
oddly. how his" 33) mae S2o=ttieoes = 
proup of bats. They flew up around 
him as he fell, brughiago@isoskin™= tike 
dry leaves. He remembered the noisy 
flutter of their leathery wings, .and 
how,: at first. for some strange rea- 


Sasa. @ 


BOOK EXCERPF® 


son, he had mistaken them for swal- 
lows. 

He forced himself to study his 
situation. Concentration brought back 
a clarity of thought as his predica- 
ment came into focus. He had fallen 
into a hole, perhaps a cave or a well 
that burrowed deep into the earth. He 
was on his back below the opening, 
motionless, dreading the thought of 
trying his legs again. 

With the power of his arms he 
was able to elevate his head and back 
a little more. In the dim light that 
found its way into the cave, he could 
make out the shadowy outline of his 
body. His left leg was straight: he 
could see the bulky form of the Sorel 
on his foot. His right leg as twisted 
in a grotesque way - it made a right 
angle at the knee - and the toe of his 
boot pointed at his face. 

Reaching down to touch the man- 
gled limb, he discovered he had no 
sensation there. He reached across 
and touched his left leg, pinched it 
hard, and felt nothing. Closing his 
eyes, he settled back into a horizon- 
tal position. He felt a helplessness, 
a frustration that pushed him close to 


tears. Cold sweat exploded from every 

pore. 
My back’s broken, he thought, 

close to panic. Dear God, I’m stuck 


here. 

He lay that way for a moment, 
frozen in the horrible realization, 
Knowing whether to cry out or to 
remain motionless and quiet. 

Trying to stay calm, he began to 

use what senses and mobility he had to 
Survey his surroundings. With little 
effort, his arms and hands could 
Sxslore a circle of about six feet. 
To his right. he felt only cold stones 
anc dirt. On his left, his hand spi- 
d2zed along similiar terrain until his 
fingers struck something soft. It was 
ome, (cor. fur. 

He-withdrew his hand rapidly. 
turning his head to see what he had 
touched. There was a black. motion- 
less mass beside him. With all the 
strength in his arms he inched himself 
a bit closer and cautiously reached 
out to touch the thing again. Some 
kind of animal, a deer, maybe. or a 
dog. No doubt it had made the same 
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mistake, suffered the same fall, but 
surely it had not been as lucky. He 
tugged at the fur, and a clump of it 
came off in his hand in a stinking 
tuft. Whatever it was had been dead 
for a long time. How many similar 
unfortunates might surround him? He 
dreaded the thought of waiting until 
morning to find out. 

Feeling a sudden exhaustion, he 
reclined again. The motion took the 
considerable pressure off his upper 
arms. His eyes returned to that awful 
gray eye above 
him, with its 
frost-white pupil 
moving impercepti- 
bilby com tiem kevata. 
When the moon 
passed across the 
opening he would 
be in utter dark- 
ness. 

Perhaps it 
was fortunate that 
he was exhausted, 
too tired to 
release the panic 
that was forming 
in his nerves and 
muscles. Control, 
he thought, must 
keep in control. 

He tested the 
environment with 
his other senses. 
First he listened, 
holding his breath 
and lying perfectly 
still. In the 
distance, plainly 
but softly, he 
heard what sounded 
like water drip- 
ping. There was a 
rhythmic ping of 
droplets striking 
the surface of a 
pool or puddle. 
That was all. He 
took a breath. 

The sound of air 
moving through his 
nostrils and the 
thumping of his 

own heart drowned 
out the dripping water. Above him, as 
if from the end of a long tunnel, he 
heard wind moving across the opening 
of the cave. 

He sniffed the air, and the tan- 
gle of unfamiliar odors confused him. 
There was the damp, earthy smell of 
the cave itself, like the smell of his 
dirt basement at home, or the smell of 
the root cellar that he had shown to 
Eric. Mixed with it was the fetid 
odor of rotting flesh. How could he 
have ignored this smell before? It 


L 


mn WS RD 5S C€C RA EB B 


was overpowering, the smell of a 
slaughterhouse. Having noticed it, he 
was sure he could never grow accustomed 
to its foulness. He concluded with 
certainty that he and the animal beside 
him were not the only victims of the 
horrible trapdoor above. The floor of 
the cave was probably littered with 
victims, all in various stages of 
decay. 

When the throbbing pain in his 
head had subsided to a dull irritation, 
he set his mind to making a plan. 

There was no point 
in shouting for 
help - no one 
would be in the 
woods at this 

me hour. in “ate tet art 
MA could be a long 

! while before any- 
one passed near 

j enough to the hole 
{to hear him call- 
: ing. The best 
thing he could do 
was to accept that 
he was stuck here 
»|} and plan to stay a 
4 while. He would 
make himself as 

: comfortable as 

‘ possible while he 
‘waited. It would 
‘only be a matter 
_of time before 
Pamela and Eric 
came looking for 
him. Perhaps 
they’d call Dick 
Bates for help. 

In either case, 
someone would see 
his truck and 
Sayer’s car and 
would search the 
woods for them. 
But surely not 
until morning. 

The thought of 
Sayer’s corpse 
swinging on the 
wire like a puppet 
hanging ona 
string intruded on 
his planning 
process. If, right now, there was 
someone nearby in the woods, it was 
someone he didn’t want to find him. 

He began to shiver from cold. and 
from the fear that surrounded him like 
the fetid dampness... 
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SHADOW CHILD IS AVAILABLE NOW AT 
BOOKSTORES THROUGHOUT THE VALLEY. 
OR CALL THE UNIVERSITY PRESS OF NEw 
ENGLAND ORDER LINE AT 1-800-421-1561. 
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THE MOST COM- 
MONLY REPORTED 
ALIEN TYPE. THE 
CLASSIC SHORT. 
GRAY ALIEN WITH 
THE OVERSIZED 
HEAD AND LARGE 
BLACK ALMOND- 
SHAPED EYES, 
WHOSE IMAGE 
HAS BEEN 
MERCHANDIZED 
AND X-FILED 
EVERYWHERE. 
SOMETIMES 
REFERRED TO AS 
THE WORKERS OR 
DRONES DUETO 
THEIR MENIAL 
(LIKE A HOSPITAL 
ORDERLY) ROLE IN 
THE ABDUCTION 


PHENOMENA. 
HUMAN-GR/ 
SPRING.S 
ABDUCT 
REPORT OF 
ALIEN-HU 
HYBRIDIZF 
PROGRAP 
HUMAN FE! 
BEING ARTIF 
INSEMINAT 
MALES HAVI 
WITH FER 
GRAYS. RESl 
id - =" HYBRID CHI 
CARED FC 
BASICALLY A TALL, THINNER ALIENS BUT’ 
VERSION OF THE GRAY, BY ABDUCTI 
EXCEPT HIGHLY INTELLIGENT ENTS. ULTI 
AND IN CHARGE OFTHE GOAL ¢ 
GRAYS AND IN CONDUCTING HYBRIDIZAI 
THE ABDUCTION EXAMINA- EITHER FO 
TION. COMMUNICATES SAVING OF 
DIRECTLY WITH THE RACES INTH 
ABDUCTEE, USUALLY OF COM 
TELEPATHICALLY. CAN BE ECOLOGI 
MALE OR FEMALE. DISASTER 
ABDUCTEES REFERTO THESE GOOD THEO 
TYPES AS BEING ANCIENT FOR TAKINC 
AND WISE. OFTEN WARN OF THE EART! 
COMING GLOBAL ALIEN 
ENVIRONMENTAL CONTRO! 
CATASTROPHE. HYBRIL 
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~) TALL, BLOND, BEAUTIFUL/HANDSOME, 

/ LONG-HAIRED HUMANOID BEINGS OF 
FABIO/ELLE PERFECTION. DRESSED 
ELEGANTLY IF SOMEWHAT NEW AGE- 
LIKE IN ROBES. SOMETIMES SEEN IN 
THE BACKGROUND OF GRAY/DUKE 
ABDUCTION/EXAMINATIONS. 
SOMETIMES CONDUCT THEIR OWN. A 
SEPARATE ALIEN RACE. OR PERHAPS 
Sra abe al OR GENE-THERAPY 
F c 


ROBOTS ARE USUALLY 
TALL AND HUMANOID 
IN APPEARANCE BUT 
DEFINATELY METAL 
MEN. MORE COMMON IN 
FORMER SOVIET 
NATIONS. USUALLY 
WALK AROUND, SOME- 
TIMES BZZZT OUT AN 
EYE-BEAM, SCARE A FEW 
PEASANTS, AND LEAVE. 


ANOTHER, LESS OBSERVED, BUT SOME SAY MORE 
SINISTER ALIEN RACE. REPORTEDLY NOT ALIGNED 


WITH THE GRAYS. 


If 
Z raw 
o*souncut 
funk is 
your bag, 
then you’re 
probably already 
familiar with 
Desco Records. 
But if you’re not, then you would do 
well to check out this great label. 

If anything is clear off of Desco's debut 
release, The Other Side’s (Don’t Look Back) 
Behind The Shack, it’s that this is the label for JBs- 
styled funkstrumentals. This album is full of it - the 
short (3 to 5 minutes) workout, tight arrangements, 
heavy horns, nobody straying to get a drink ... just 
solid funk, laid down with a heavy groove. Unlike 
some of Desco's later releases, though, The Other 
Side seems mostly intent on creating backgrounds to 
solo over. This shouldn't sound too discouraging, 
when you realize how funky these guys can get. 
Really, it’s difficult to believe that this record was 


recorded recently. The only thing truly 
missing from this record is a trip to the 
bridge. 

Desco's second release, Sugar’s 
Boogaloo by the Sugarman Three, is 
perhaps my favorite, and not just for 
the liner notes by “Mr. Funk 45” him- 
self, Keb Darge ... although that certain- 

ly doesn’t hurt. Led by Tenor Saxman 
Neal Sugarman, this combo lays down 
some tasty grooves without ever los- 
ing that late sixties jazz funk feel. 
The album is entirely instrumental, 
and every cut is a winner. The covers 
are all good, even ‘Sunshine Superman. 
It’s the originals, though, that make this 
record such a hit. Not a lot of soloing, just 
tight, funky arrangements with no filler. It 
doesn’t get much better than this, and it 
certainly hasn’t been like this for years. 
Soul Explosion by The Daktaris 
(DS 003) is a great slice of African funk. 
When it comes to African funk, there is no 
one better than Fela Kuti, and apparently The 
Daktaris agree, for their whole sound (and 
approach) is remarkably similar to Fela’s - the 
only real discernible differences being that the 
songs are much shorter (an average of three to 
four minutes as compared to Fela’s epic jams) and 
they are willing to do covers. There is, of course, a 
cover of a Fela tune,‘Upside Down, and they also 
do very interesting version of James Brown's ‘Give 
it up Turnit Loose’ Overall, this is a heavy band 
with a strong, driving horn section and a great per- 
cussive section. 

When perusing the output of this fine label, 
One often comes across The Soul Providers. During 
Desco’s forays into Jukebox 45s, The Soul Providers 
did just that - creating a base for such fine artists as 
Sharon jones and Lee Fields. It’s only right and nat- 
ural, then, that these fine purveyors of the soulful 
groove should have their own release. So they do 
.. and not one, but two. It’s actually the same 
record, but two formats and two labels. On vinyl, 
it's known as Gimme The Paw, and it’s on the 
very funky Pure Records label (PLP008). Those 
with a jones toward digital technology will find the 
CD on C&S Records (CS 8535), under the title 
Soul Tequila. 

This band has a heavy 70s JBs feel, especially 
in their horn arrangements. It’s mostly instrumen- 
tals with a few covers for spice, including Beau 
Dollar's ‘Who Knows’ and a funky interpretation of 


the Champs classic, here retitled ‘Soul Tequila. 
Lee Fields makes an appearance on a few tracks, 
setting his cracklin’ southern vocal tones over a 
solid back beat. These guys work well together, 
which is a good thing ... considering that one of 
the next Desco releases.will be a Lee Fields 
album, backed up by the Soul Providers. Of spe- 
cial note are the two other guest vocalists, 
Sharon Jones and Rhett Clarke. There’s some real 
nice harmony there (Switchblade’, ‘The 
Landlord’), and Sharon Jones is a great singer in 
her own right. 

The Soul Providers can also be found on 
the soundtrack to The Revenge of Mister 
Mopoji (ST 5918), this time combining forces 
with Mike Jackson. What's that, you've never 
heard of this classic kung fu “chop-socky” flick? 
I’m not surprised. Considering the musical 
artists, one might guess that this project is per- 
haps more contemporary than the packaging is 
letting on ... not that there’s anything wrong with 
that. This record has all the trappings of a classic 
seventies soundtrack a la James Brown 
(Slaughter’s Big Rip-Off, Black Caesar and 
The Payback). As a bonus, there’s even an audio 
sample (‘The Wisdom of Master Shen’) ... presum- 
ably pulled from the movie itself. Plus, if you buy 
this on CD, you'll get a brief description of the 
film's “plot.” However, if you're like me, that may 
make you want to see the “film” even more, if 
only to see someone practicing the deadly art of 
the Golden Buddha Fist. 

Like a funky chameleon, Desco continues 
to change its colorful appearance, or perhaps it’s 


merely trying to “represent” other fine record labels. 
Take the Rotonde Musique label, for example. All of a 


sudden, they appear in the Desco catalogue with Nino 
Nardini & The Pop Riviera Group (RM7). This is a ~ 


straight ahead low down funk groove outfit powered | 
by.a fat hammond organ. Real thick breakbeats served 
up with reckless abandon: You'can hear elements of 
Kool and the Gang, but without the jazzy extrapola- 
tions, ‘Backgammon’ has a little Jimmy “Chank” Nolan 
in the breaks, and ‘Trampoline’ has a fat organ line that 
resembles a tight JBs break. You can even find a fuzzed 
ouc psychedelic guitar solo bit on ‘Frisco Hills’ 

The Disques Wagram label can also be found 
in the catalogue, réissuing Got The Feélin’ (Disques _ 
Wagram 001), a classic record from 1969 by the Dave 
Pike Set. Pike, a vibraphonist from Holland, quickly 
jumped into the psychedelic jazz arena with his next 
album, The Doors Of Perception (1970), and pretty 
much stayed that way throughout the seventies. Of 
course, his debut is nothing like his later stuff - it’s a 
collection of funky vibe-led instrumentals. There are 
notable covers (‘Do You Know The Way To San Jose, 
‘Spooky, ‘Got It Made’), and a number of originals writ- 
ten mostly by the guitar player, Joop Scholten. There's 
a jazzy feel to the vibes (without the requisite grunts 
that normally accompany vibists), but the songs all con- 
form to a strict time count of two to three minutes, 
giving this album a strong connection to the sixties. 

This is one label that’s working hard to put 
solid, funky music out into the marketplace. If you find 
yourself getting the urge to “Shake Your Rump,’,then | 
suggest you start pickin’ up on what this great label is 
puttin’ down. 
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MARILYN MANSON 
MECHANICAL 


ANIMALS 
othing 


The cartoon character that 
Middle America just loves to hate has 
returned from a recent alien abduction 
with a complete makeover. Ina further 
refinement of his stage/life presentation, 
Marilyn Manson has dropped the Anti- 
Christ Superstar persona and re- 
emerged; voila! ...a completely new char- 
acter. With a Bowie-like disdain for any 
previous incarnations of his past person- 
ality — did | just say Bowie? Ummm, 
let's stop right there for a second. 
Bowic... yes, Bowie. 

Mr.Warner (Marilyn to his fam- 
ily) has appropriated Bowie lock, stock 
and barrel for this latest adventure. 
From The Man Who Fell To Earth cover to 
the “Omega and the Mechanical Animals” 
reverse cover (Ziggy Stardust and 
Spiders From Mars anyone?) to the 
snatches of “Fame,” this release just 
recks of glam era Bowie, updated though 
it may be with appropriate 
Reznorizations. (Come to think of it, the 
same flourishes Bowie used on his last 
two releases. Hmm....) 

Major Tom is definitely still 
alive, because he seems to have held 
Marilyn's hand on a guided tour of "How 
to Be A Glam Rock Superstar.” Step 


one: Dress in 
futuristic sil- 
ver clothes 
and wear a 
lot of makeup. 
(Ok, already 
had the make- 
up thing 
going. Good.) 
Step two: Take 
a lot of drugs, 
and then 
while on 
them, sing 
about it. 
Anything that 
can be pried 
away from 
Twiggy should 
suffice. Well, 
let's take a 
peek... Ok, 
photo of a 
made-up sil- 
ver-clad 
Marilyn 
(sorry, 
Omega) sitting 
on a hassock- 
sized 
quaalude. (Got all the elements in one 
photo. Very good!) 

Ok, ok, but how does it sound? 
It sounds, well, like Bowie. Flashes of the 
old Manson monsters pop their heads up 
from time to time (“I Don’t Like Drugs 
[But the Drugs Like Me’] is perhaps the 
best synthesis of his old and new 
sounds.) A little vocorder and ARP to 
jazz up things — well on the way to one 
of the best Bowie releases in years. 

Despite all of these obvious 
contrivances, Mechanical Animals 
hangs together pretty well. There aren't 
any weak points that stand out, and the 
potential for this record to have some 
staying power is there. If only Manson 
can keep the band together (Zim Zum 
has already departed — amicably accord- 
ing to him in a recent Metal Edge inter- 
view; but credits on the innersleeve “piti- 
fully predictable guitar solo: Zim” would 
seem to indicate otherwise). I'd give 
Marilyn a'C’ for originality, but an ‘A’ for 
rock history knowledge. As Alice 
Cooper recently said;“He wears makeup 
and has a girl’s name... that’s original.” 
Manson has been paying attention, 
though, and this slightly less threatening 
persona should garner him a caboodle of 
new fans without alienating any of the 
old posse. That's a trick that many of his 
critics would give their left (fill in body 
part) to pull off. Forget the press and 
check it out — listen without prejudice. 
- Carwreck deBangs 


Y MULLING 
IT OVER 
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MULLING It OVEA 
Razor & Tie 


Here's a compendium I've wait- 
eda long time for. If you don’t remem- 
ber Fernwood 2 Night, the late night talk 
show spoof turned real, perhaps you 
know Martin Mull as Rosanne’s wise- 
cracking. gay boss. What you might not 
know is that he’s quite a musician as well. 
Razor & Tie, known chiefly for their top- 
flight country retrospectives (and ex- 
Buzzcock Pete Shelly, oddly enough) has 
released a wonderfull collection of Mull’s 
quirky musical oeuvre. These cuts are 
taken from his Capricorn albums of 
twenty years ago. Wow, it CANT be 
that long ago, could it? But making it 
even more of a deal is the fact that it 
includes several singles of the period, 
including his ultra rare (and ultra hilari- 
ous) Christmas 45s “Santafly” and “Santa 
Doesn't Cop Out On Dope” (“leave him 
cookies... keep the joint’). 

Mull’s humor tends to the 
painful pun mixed with tasty, understated 
musical backup. Politically incorrect jokes 
about midgets, Jesus, and the blues are 
present on such songs as “Jesus Christ, 
Football Star"and “Margie The Midget.” 
He even called his band the “Musical 
Midgets” for awhile and little people like 
Billy Barty appeared with him live and on 
recordings. The music was described at 
the time as “cheap jazz.” 

Mull himself is a 
pretty fair guitar player, and in general , | 
found the music to be both competent 
and memorable. | can still hum a lot of 
the solos from memory. The over-the- 
top “Dueling Tubas” (yup, based on 
“Dueling Banjos” from Deliverance) is 
included, as is “2001 Polkas.” Most of the 
material is from his self-titled album 
which | always thought he never quite 
equalled, but we also get “Ukelele Blues” 


which has Martin playing slide with a 
baby bottle, and “Licks Off Of Records” 
with it’s demented snatches of Cream 
and the Stones. Perhaps his biggest hit, 
“Miami,” withstands the test of time, as 
does “Eggs” and my favorite, “Dancing In 
The Nude.” And the finale is “Hor’s 
D'Oeuvre (Let's Not Say Au Revoir).” 

Songs from subsequent records 
include “Normal” and “Flexible.” The 
only notable absences are “Men, Men, 
Men” and “Livin’ Above My Station.’ The 
Band’s Levon Helm figures prominently 
on several tracks. 

This stuff is high camp with 
heart. The music holds up well and the 
lyrics are truly whacky. And as a Rhode 
Island School Of Design alumnus Mull is 
no slouch as a graphic artist. His album 
art is also unique. 

This one will bring a few 
smiles even to the most curmudgeonly. 

(Razor & Tie Entertainment, P.O. 
Box 585, Cooper Station, NY 01027.) 

- Meathook Williams 
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GALACTIC 
CRAZYHORSE 
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Capricorn 


New Orleans funk crew 
Galactic is hitting the streets with a new 
release, their first for a major record 
label. The record starts off right, with a 
funky horn number,"Hamp’s Hump.” 
Their strength is definitely in their instru- 
mentals. Their music comes to the front 
and knocks into your skull how good 
these people really are. The singer, 
Thery! Declouet, is certainly no slouch 
though and has a great vocal style of his 
own. Sadly, though, the lyrics have a ten- 
dency to get in the way ... which is too 
bad. 

Musically, though, these guys 
are as hot as ever. The tunes are tight, 
and the playing is solid. The album even 
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manages to give the drummer room to 
shine, including in its grooves a short 
(too short) solo drum piece (“Denny's 
Village Rundown”) and a song (“Witch 
Doctor”) that originally appeared (in a 
slightly different arrangement) on the 
drummer’s solo record (Stanton Moore's 
All Kooked Out). 

It's a very funky record, and 
well worth picking up. These guys just 
came to town in September, and if you 
missed them, shame on you. They put on 
a great show and exemplify the contem- 
porary funk movement, which seems to 
be (slowly) taking over the globe. 

- Phil Straub 


SLAYER 


DIFBOLUS IN MUSICA 


American 


Few bands have a legacy of bru- 
tality like Slayer. From their humble ori- 
gins as a Venom-styled cover band (also 
the origins of Metallica), Slayer have 
stayed true to their roots. Unlike their 
more high-profile counterparts, Slayer 
have continuously refused to sell out, and 
continue to deliver uncompromising 
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sonic devastation. With the disappear- 
ance of most of the main stage players of 
the metal scene, Slayer have become the 
de-facto kings of metal of the late 90's 
(apologies to Manowar). 

Coming off a couple of disap- 
pointing releases, an unnecessary punk 
cover collection, and 1995's grating °* 
Divine Intervention, Slayer’s weakness- 
es as a songwriting outfic began to 
become more apparent. Though faultless 
individually as musicians (a gold star to 
drummer Paul Bostaph), their collective 
efforts began to seem more like 
pyrotechnic exercises in technical ability 
and less like actual songs that you'd sit 
down and listen to. Diabolus in 
Musica takes steps to correct this prob- 
lem, although it probably will take some- 
one with a working knowledge of Slayer 
to discern the difference. 

The words ‘commercial’ and 
‘Slayer’ will seldom be found mingling in 
the same sentence, but the brutality 
switch is turned back just a hair, much in 
the same vein as 1991's successful 
Seasons in the Abyss. And like that 
release, Diabolus in Musica has some 
moments that could be considered 
downright catchy. “Desire,’ “In the Name 
of God,’ “Bitter Peace,” and “Death's 
Head” all harness the primal roar of a 
volcano giving birth, but in a more recog- 
nizable form of song structure, sounding 
less like a four-hour dentist drill. 

For those who are thinking that 
this means Slayer have gone soft — let's 
go to the lyrics. Covering much of the 
same turf of the past, all of the keywords 
are here. Let's look: blood, massacre, 
purge, decay, blood, death, contempt, 
agression, rage, agony, malevolence, fire, 
enemy, chaos, malicious, hate and blood 
— and these are only from the first four 
songs. 


Encased in a packaging that is 
downright unsettling without resorting to 
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any shock images, Slayer are the ultimate 
personification of the nightmare that you 
can’t quite recall. Co-leader Kerry King 
sums this record up well on “In the 
Name of God”: “I want to invite you, wel- 
come you, to my hate, to my scorn, to 
myself.” How could anyone resist? Not 
recommended for those who are taking 
Viagra. 

- Carwreck debangs 


DALE WATSON 


THE TAUCHIM' 


SESSIONS 
Koch 


Put the pedal to the metal! 
After three almost perfect discs on the 
classy and farsighted Hightone Records, 
Dale Watson is back with a gear-jammin, 
double clutchin’ collection of real coun- 
try, with a truck driving theme aptly 
called The Truckin’ Sessions. 

This guy is almost like a trip 
back in time, his voice sounding a bit like 
Ernest Tubb’s rich baritone, but he’s 
absolutely on the cutting edge of today’s 
country with a distinct sound miles fom 
the homogenized crap on the satcllite- 
fed “country stations” of today. Whether 
it’s a tear-jerking ballad or something 
more rockin’, Watson delivers the goods. 

(In the last few years, country 
music has enjoyed a huge renaissance. 
Country music today is big, bigger than 
rock has ever becn. Early next year it is 
expected thac Garth Brooks will surpass 
the Beatles as the biggest selling record- 
ing artist of all time (Billy Jocl is number 
three... go figure). Most of these “hat 
acts” are basically Top 40 with fiddles. 


Some are downright embarrassing! And ° 


line dancing? Yikes! But amidst it all are 
artists like Dale, Joy Lynn White, and 
Junior Brown [who also has a killer new 
album out].) 
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The Lone Stars are a svelte 
four members including Dale, and let me 
tell you they lack for nothing at all. 
Tremendous truckin’ songs (fourteen of 
em) are laid out in a nonstop menu of 
white line fever. From the starter “Good 
Luck And Good Truckin’ Tonight” listen- 
ers are treated to an authentic blast of 
tear jerkin’ pedal steel, gallopin’ guitars 
and Dale's full vocals. The arrangements 
are perfection, as is the sound quality. 

Those of you lucky enough to 
have caught Dale Watson's show at the 
Iron Horse recently, know that at least 
some of the acts in country music have 
iron clad integrity. 

High points of the album 
include “Big Wheels Keep Rollin,” “Help 
Me Joe,” “Drag Along and Tag Along,” and 
“Exit 109." My personal favorite is “I'm 
Fixin’ To Have Me A Breakdown.” But, 
hell, they're ALL good! 

Not just a“ best kept secret” 
anymore, Dale's last three discs can 
even be found in the mail order record 
clubs now. Can this mean a change in 
direction for country music? Bet on it! 

(Koch International, 2 Tri-Harbor 
Ct, Port Washington, NY | 1050) 

- Meathook Williams 


OR. JOHN 


ANUTHA ZONE 
Virgin 


It's been maybe 30 years since 
Mac Rebennack introduced the world to 
Dr. John Croix the Night Tripper, purvey- 
or of mystical medicines and practitioner 
of voodoo rites. That album, Gris-Gris, 
was the perfect blend of psychedelica 
and New Orleans culture. That blend 
lasted about three records before Dr. 
John's sound mutated into New Orleans 
funk with a special affinity for New 
Orleans’ rich musical heritage. 

Since that time, Dr. John has 
done countless alums and dabbled in 


countless styles. His new album though, 
Anutha Zone, is a return to where it all 
started, a chance to once again “walk on 
guilded splinters.” It has chat same loping 
fee] throughout, where the instruments 
fade in and out, and vocalists chant vari- 
ous incantations in the background. 
What's gone is that reverb-soaked psy- 
chedelic innocence of the sixties, but the 
music is still funky and the arrangement 
is quite impressive. There are songs here 
that easily stand out on their own 
(“Hello God, Why Come’) and there's 
even a paean to the Crescent City 
(“Sweet Home New Orleans”). Some 
songs are weaker than others, but all fit 
within the context of this concept album, 
and together they succeed in giving one a 
wholly satisfying listening experience. 

- Phil Straub 


CELEBRITY SHIN 
Virgin 


Aah, yes, Courtney, please come in 
and sit down. Your teachers have informed 
me that you've been copying off of other 
Students’ papers again. Now you know we 
made Kurt change seats after you copied a 
whole report from him. Then you kissed him 
in the playground and told everyone, and 
the poor kid had to be transferred to a 
completely different school. Before he left 
he said that you were driving him crazy. 
Then we had you sit next to Billy. I’ve just 
spoken with his mother this morning and 
she told me that you copied another whole 
report from him. Courtney, what are we 
going to do? Are we going to have to sit you 
in the corner by yourself? 


Sometimes a long wait can 
heighten anticipation, sometime it can 
just make one think— “Who really cares 
anymore?” Straddling that fine line is the 
new release from Hole. Celebrity Skin 
puts to rest the question of who wrote 


1994's Live Through This, and the 
DNA results show that Courtney is not 
the parent of that child. Always the focus 
of speculation, Live Through This 
echoed with the footsteps of her high 
profile husband, Kurt Cobain. The long 
delay in releasing a follow-up led the 
more cynical to conclude that, bereft of a 
source of song structure (Kurt), 
Courtney was musically adrift. This con- 
clusion was confirmed last year, when 
Courtney hooked up with Smashing 
Pumpkins braintrust, Billy Corgan. 
Recent venomous interchanges within 
the media lead one to assume that 
Corgan pretty much wrote this whole 
record and is not being properly credit- 
ed. Using clever symbols in lieu of 
names, it isn’t apparent to the casual 
observer who did what. The Corgan 
‘swan’ symbol appears on five of the 
twelve musical credits, and none of the 
lyrical credits. 

The evidence would seem to 
support the contention that Billy Corgan 
had more than a minimal hand in creating 
this record. The main problem is that 
this record hits you like a Pumpkins off- 
shoot. All of the raw edges of Nirvana 
are gone, replaced by a smooth core of 
Smashing Pumpkins riffs. Billy Corgan 
has got the riffs to burn, and many of 
these tunes are only lacking Corgan’s 
nasal twang to complete the transforma- 
tion. Even some of the album's non- 
Corgan highlights are bittersweet autobi- 
ographical purgings more reminiscent of 
Melon Collie and the Infinite 
Sadness than Pretty on the Inside. 
The plaintive cry on “Dying” and the 
striving pop of “Heaven Tonight” are pure 
Pumpkins —- but are two of the non- 
Corgan credited tunes (their lyrics are 
also strangely omitted on the inner 
sleeve, reduced to four-line Cobain epi- 
taphs). 

Paens to Kurt are interspersed 
through several songs, yet some seem to 
be about paramours more recent. 
“Northern Star” recalls elements of her 
whirlwind relationship with Trent Reznor. 
Featuring lyrics that exude an unresolved 
bitterness (“I know you are rotten to the 
core...}, Courtney again exorcises her 
demons in public. 

Only “Playing Your Song’ and 
the title track burn with any of the inten- 
sity of their last record. Hole are pre- 
sented as a group, but this album doesn’t 
feel like a group effort. No musician 
credits are given, and Michael Beinhorn’s 
production lends a glossy radio-friendly 
aura to the project. All of the pieces 
seem to be in the right places, but there 
is an undercurrent of This is what you 
expect me to say to most of the songs. 


With her success in Hollywood and with 
the Versace crowd, one can’t help but 
think that Courtney is slightly divorced 
from the rock scene, and more than a lit- 
tle put out to be slumming in this scene. 
Though she tries her best to 
give an impression of band solidarity (dif- 
ficult in the wake of drummer Patty 
Schemel's unexplained departure), this 
record still seems to have been created 
over a long period of time, involving 
many different people’s input. This makes 
her efforts at authenticity end up looking 
like camoulflage. It seems self-deprecat- 
ing, but one can’t help wonder about 
Courtney's perceptions of herself and 
her new world. “Miles and miles of per- 
fect skin, | swear I do, I fit right in...” At 
least she’s found a place to call home. 
- Carwreck deBangs 


Ernest Ranglin 


ERNEST RAANGLIN 
IN SEARCH OF 
THE LOST 
AIDDIM 


Palmco 


Hot on the heels of last year's 
tremendously cool Memories Of 
Barber Mack, the Jamaican guitar 
slinger returns with a completely new 
sound. For those still unfamiliar with 
Ranglin, he's been one of the premier gui- 
tarists of reggae and has been around 
roughly since God was a boy (or girl, if 
you like). He taught Bob Marley how to 
play guitar and toured with superstar 
Jimmy Cliff. This time out, however he's 
joined by the band of Senegalese heavy- 
weight Baaba Maal, who sings on two 
cuts as well. The result is stunning, trav- 
eling effortlessly between the lilting palm 
wine sounds of “Minuit” and the mbalax 
“Nuh True,” the latter which will remind 
listeners of Youssou N’Dour’s material... 
only instrumental. This is one of those 


exotic, yet highly accessible discs that 
folks may still be talking about ten years 
hence. 

A bit of spirited chanting here 
and there, indigenous instruments skillful- 
ly played, and Ranglin’s unique style com- 
bine to create an aural landscape that 
flows with abandon across musical gen- 
res, but with a distinct West African fla- 
vor. Drumming aficionados will enjoy 
“Wouly,’ accented by essential talking 
drum (Tama) courtesy of Assane Diop. 
“Pili Pili” follows replete with manic 
djembe drum, while still managing to be 
considered mellow. On “Midagny” the 
calabash (made from a dried, 
hollowed-out gourd) is floated in water 
for an unusual effect. The ever-present 
kora (West African harp) sings alongside 
electric and acoustic guitars. Longtime 
Maal consort and fellow griot (griots are 
singer/poets that artfully pass along tribal 
history) Mansour Seck is on hand, with 
several capable family members, and his 
beautiful voice and guitar mesh with the 
rest. There is even some balafon (a sort 
of marimba prevalent in the region.) 

This disc, it must be stated, is 
not of the “Library of Congress” type of 
field recording either. The sound is warm 
and luxurious. There isn’t much of a reg- 
gae feel to it either. But the combination 
of material, African styles, and Ranglin’s 
constantly evolving guitar work, make 
this a real winner. 

- Meathook Williams 
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GREENFIELD 


In some ways going to “ 
Greenfield is a lot like 
taking a trip back to the 
1950s. The angled 
parking on the main 
street and the store 
fronts that crowd the 
sidewalk are reminis- 
cent of a time when 
Eisenhower was presi- 
dent, and presidential 
affairs were secret, 
Sputnik spun lazily 
above our heads and 
people wore coon skin 
caps, without feeling 


silly. 
SHOPPING @ 


When shopping 
in Greenfield it is important to 
remember that virtually every-  ° 
phe vou go you will be con- 
fronted with little plush toys in 
bright pastel colors. These are 
Beanie babies. Don't be fright- 
ened, they won't hurt you, unless 
you start buying them. 

First on our list of places 
to visit is Lunt Silversmiths on 
Federal Street. If you have lots of 
money and friends who enjoy get- 
ys expensive presents, then this 
is the place for you. 

Lunt specializes in hand- 
made silverware, jewelry and gen- 
eral household items. For high end 
gew gaws this place can't be beat. 

For lower end tchotchkes 
there are a variety of stores down- 
town that will fill your needs. 
Among them are Marilyn's 
Collectibles, Opus, Megan's 
Treasures and Custom 
Creation Gifts. 

Marilyn's Collectibles, on 
Chapman Street, has a nice assort- 
ment of campy ceramic goods, 
such as a Gumby and Pokey cook- 
ie jar, Betty Boop figurines and 
wall hangings and a variety of 
offensive Indian items (like a 


ae no and the guy in 
the canoe). 


by Will and Ruth 
art by Matt Smith 


ceramic 
Plains 
Indian head 


Megan's Treasures carries 

pouunet foodstuffs, plaster satyr 

ead fountains, and the largest 
collection of ceramic Pooh stuff 
you will find in Franklin County. 
They also have plants and plant 
stands and all manner of things for 
the indoor gardener. 

Most of the small col- 
lectibles stores, and both of the 
large department stores, have simi- 
lar items and all have the ubiqui- 
tous Beanie Babies. 

Wilson's and Rooney's 
are old style department stores 
that carry classy items at high 
prices. This type of store is all but 
extinct outside this rural northern 
county town. 

Ruth insists that we point 
out the two major (and best, she 
points out) women’s clothing 
stores in town. Crystal is good for 
flowery girlie garments (and also 
has a great wall o'sweaters). Down 
the street is Crystal's sister store, 
Zemi, which carries gift items as 
well as clothes, but no Beanie 
Babies. 


If you want a non-Beanie 
type doll, visit Baseball 
Treasures across from 

the Greenfield Savings 

Bank on Main Street. 

. They have a huge 

\ selection of original 

\, Hasbro G.I. Joe 

posable action 

\ figures including 

the action sol- 

J dier, action 

4 sailor, action 
\ Marine, full 
4 dress Marine 

and the rare 

action pilot. 

For less 

violent children, 
there are other 
toy shops in 
town. Looking for 
that perfect New 

Age power crystal 

for your toddler? 

Then check out the 
Magical Child on 
Main Street. With a 
large collection of 
diverse toys and non-competitive 
games this is just the place for the 
self-actualized youngster. 

Another place to fill your 
New Age needs is Tarr & 
Feathers on Federal Street. 
Books, jewelry... and they even do 
Tarot card readings. Around the 
corner on Main, World Eye 
Books sells crystals, incense and 
unguents and creams from the 
Crabtree and Evelyn collection... 
and lots of books, as well as a 
large magazine rack ee a 
broad spectrum of interests from 
art to motorcycles. In addition, the 
store has a nice collection of greet- 
ing cards and a spectacular chil- 
dren's section. 

If you are a used book afi- 
cionado, Federal Street Books 
is the place to go. They have piles 
of blockbusters by Tom Clancy, 
romance novels by Danielle Steele 
and rare science fiction novels by 
Robert Heinlein and other authors 
of the golden age of SF. 

Federal Street Books, 
which is, strangely enough, on 
Federal Street, also has a wide 
variety of books on all sorts of 
subjects ranging from the Old 
West to the occult. 


For the computer nerds 
samong us, there are two stores 
edowntown that can get you 
ssouped up with ever more memo- 
iry and even more number crunch- 
iing power. PC Associates, on 
IFiske Avenue and Reality Bytes, 
‘on Main Street, can build you a 
‘custom machine or sell you one 
iright off the rack; they also service 
‘what they sell. 

For the romantics out 
there, you can pay a visit to the 
infamous Chapman Street where 
you will find Cupid's Corner, just 
the place to go to find that special 
cream to smear all over that spe- 
cial someone. Need something 
that vibrates? This is the place. 
They have videos too. 

Other shopping spots 
include two record stores (Record 
World and About Music, the 

latter being chockfull [and we 
mean chockfull] of everything 
from new and used CDs and 
tapes, to vintage radios and col- 
lectible vinyl), a couple of station- 
ers, a bead shop and a 
skate/snowboard shop. What 
more could you need? 


FOOD 


The cuisine in Greenfield is 
for the most part your basic 
American fare (That's merican with 
a capital M, son); lots of meat and 
potatoes stuff (as well as several 
seafood specialty places). 

For the best of the 
American style dining visit 
Famous Bill's on Federal Street, 
open seven days a week (even on 
Christmas). Herm's Restaurant, 
at the western end of Main Street, 
has very similar food, though they 
focus more on the red meat and 
less on fish than Famous Bill's. 

Taylor's Tavern, directly 
beneath the district attorney's 
office on Main Street, also serves 
typical American delights, but their 
main claim to fame is the polished 
brass and dark stained wood of 
the booths in their back room. 

Looking for pub food? Try 
the People's Pint. 

At the People’s Pint, on 
Federal Street, the proprietors 
brew their own beer, and root 
beer, and serve it up fresh, after 


| Magic happens a LA 3 


the proper aging of course. Their cafe. 
lagers are strong and flavorful and 
their lighter beers have a nice fin- 
ish, though the darker beers often 
seem as though they could use a 
bit more age before serving. They 
have live music too. 

Ruth is particularly excit- 
ed about their Celtic night, every 
Sunday. Remember, Saturday 
night concerts have a low cover 
charge of around $3.00. 

For a classic greasy spoon 
diner, visit the Corner 
Cupboard. They not only serve 
the best old style diner food, they 
are rumored to have the best 
chef's salad in town (Bunny food, 
says Will). 

Speaking of bunny food, 
for the crunchy granola crowd, 
the Green Fields Market is the 
place to be. Here you can stock 
up on organically produced fruits 
and vegetables and all sorts of 
items made in non-exploitive 
ways. They also have a yummy 


Not so crunchy, but just 
as granola, is the Coffee Club, 
where they make sandwiches with 
lots of sprouts and other things 
that will scour out your intestinal 
tract. They also have a large selec- 
tion of caffienated beverages to 
get you started in the morning. 
Across Main Street you 


LONG RADIO 


— 


{f 


PREE | 
CELLULAR (fy 
ANALOG eli 
PHONE 


WITH 

1 YEAR 

SERVICE |@ 
AGREEMENT | & 
WITH 
CARRIER 


CAS Tarr & 
Feathers 


Tarot Readings 


Books o Jewelry o Incense 


30 Russell St., Rt. 9 
Hadley MA / 413-584-3259 


259 Federal S 
Greenfield MA / 413-7 


74 Federal Street 
Greenfield MA 
413-773-3921 


10% off with this ad! 


t. 
74-7825 


THE VALLEY’S 
FINEST 
SELECTION 


Collectible LP’s 
Music Supplies 
Walkman/Discman 
Antique Radios 
Storage Units 


WE PAY CASH FOR YOUR USED IVIUSIC!! 
(413) 772-6767 / MON-WED & SAT 10-6 /THURS & FRITIL 8 


Imports 
Posters 
Patches 


Country 
Classical 
Oldies Headphones 
Rap Blank Tapes 


———————— 


———» will find another sandwich joint, 


the Timberhill, which serves up 
meat and whatever else you want 
on bread or rolls and has soups 
and flavored coffees to wash it 
down with. 

If you like hanging out 
with the legal crowd, go to Brad's 
Place, just half a block from the 
courthouse. Real greasy spoon 
food at Brad's. 

For a quick lunch, try the 
Soup and Ice Cream shac 
associated with the Flying Dog 
hot dog stand on Main Street. In 
summer they sell Herrell’s Ice 
Cream and in winter they dish out 
home made soup from deep 
tureens. 

For the adventurous 
Franklin County types there are 
the “foreign food” restaurants 
including Antonio's Pizza, 
Village Pizza and East Panda 
Chinese Restaurant. 

The truly adventurous 
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hang out at El Sabroso, on the 
corner of Conway and Main 
streets. El] Sabroso has good food 
and plenty of it. In our opinion, it 
is the best restaurant in town. 
Ruth thinks the decor, which con- 
sists of horse saddle barstools and 
lamps that look like gun-shot pails, 
is terribly amusing. Will thinks they 
serve up the best alligator burritos 
this side of the Pesos, or at least 
the Connecticut. 

People who like live 
acoustic music will also find El 
Sabroso a pleasant place to go for 
Sunday brunch. 


BARS 


WARNING: Most of the 
bars in Greenfield are the sorts of 
places you do not want to be, 
unless you are heavily armed or 
like getting into fights. 

The places you should 
definitely avoid are The Victoria 
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Bar, on Chapman Street and the 
No Name, on Fiske Avenue 
(Although Ruth, who is the kind 
one, would like to point out the 
owner of the No Name is trying to 
clean his place up). 


ENTERTAINMENT 


We cannot do a review of 
Greenfield without mentioning that 
this town is the center of the 
Contra Dance universe. Every 
Friday and on the first Saturday of 
every month, people come from 
miles around, sometimes from 
hundreds of miles away, just to 
dance till they drop at the 
Guiding Star Grange on 
Chapman Street. 

The Guiding Star is the 
oldest grange in Massachusetts 
and has recently been refurbished, 
with new flooring and high volume 
fans, to make it even better for 
dancing. 

Greenfield also boasts two 
multi-screen movie theaters, one 
downtown (the Garden), the 
other (Hoyt's) just off the rotary 
on Rt. 2 west. Wow. 


PLACES OF 
INTEREST 


All Souls Church in 
downtown Greenfield has a num- 
ber of spectacular architectural 
conceits including open beam ceil- 
ings, a large stone tower, and actu- 
al gargoyles (not grotesques, but 
real rain spout gargoyles, says 
Will). 

Another stone tower can 
be found on a ridge above the 
town, built there as a memorial to 
Frederick Tuckerman 
Goddard, 1821-1873, a solita 

oet who was admired by the likes 
of Alfred Lord Tennyson, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne and Ralph 
Waldo Emerson. 

The Green River 
Cemetery was designed after the 
famous Mount Auburn Cemetery 
and is also a bluebird sanctuary. 

From Poet's Seat Tower 
one gets a magnificent view of the 
surrounding countryside. It's also a 
great place to watch the sun set 
(And it's open on Sunday, unlike 
most of Greenfield, adds Ruth). 
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Dream by Christopher Dante Romano ° Mlustration by Jesse James Reklaw ° ©1998 
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THE DEV?L’S ARMP?T REALLY STENKS. 

THE DEV°L’S ARMP?PT °S SCRATCH AND SNSFF. THE DEVOL’S 
ARMP?T WENT ON VACATPON WeTH ME. THE DEV?L’S AR 
BAKED ME A BeRTHDAY CAKE. THE DEV?L’S ARMP?T WANTS 70 
LERRN HEBREW. THE DEV?L’S ARMP®T DOESN’T LEKE ME 

TALKENG ABOUT H?M BEHPND H°S Pot. 


THE DEV°L’S ARMP?T &S STAND®NG BEHPND YOU. THE 
DEV?L’S ARMPST °S WOTHON FOVE FEET OF YOUR ARMPST 
AND ?S TH?NK?NG OF K?SS?PNG YOUR ARMP9T. 


THE DEV?L’S ARMP?T HAS f COUS?N NAMED BPLLY. 
BeLLY USED TO R°DE HPS BPKE ON SUNDAY. 
BUT ONLY UNT?L ?T SNOKED; THEN HE COULDN'T 
R?DE ANYMORE. SQ HE GOT SOME SNOW SHOES 
AND HEADED OUT ON THE H?GHWAY. HE GOT SO 
GOOD AT THOSE SNOW SHOES THAT HE NEVER 
WANTED TO R°DE H?°S BeKE AGAEN. 


AND EVERYONE CAN RELATE TO THAT. 


BACK TO THE DEV°L AND H°S DPLEMMA WeTH 
BeLLY’S BeKE . YOU GOT 97 -- THE 
DEV?L’S ARMP?T WANTED A BPKE OF HPS 
OWN... AND BPLLY’S LOOKED M°GHTY FeNE. 


SO ONE DAY HE DEC?PDED TO MAKE °T HES 
OWN. THE DEV°L’S ARMP?T STOLE BPLLY’S 
6?KE AND HEADED OUT ON THE H9GHWAY. 
HE HAD NO HARD FEELENGS ABOUT 
STEALENG A LETTLE K2D’S BeKE BECAUSE 
HE 9S THE DEV°L’S ARMP?T AND AS YOU 
KNOW THE DEV?L’S ARMP?T °S ATTACHED TO THE 
DEV?L AND AS YOU KNOW... 


THE DEV?L °S NOT A NCE GUY. 


TOMPKINS 


Leold www.leold.com 


by Roger and Salem,Sallaam® 1997 


Uncle Remains has a bad 
heart condition. 


The doctor said he could die 
at any hour. 


He said he's inviting his 
friends over for a deathwatch. 


it‘ltbea potluck. 


lasked him if | could invite 
my little cousins who've never 
seen anyone die. 


He sald, “Sure, but no 
heckling.” 
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Big Bitch felt a chill in the air this 
week, and it wasn’t just because she 
wasn’t wearing panties underneath 
her mini. No, it’s Fall, and that 
means it’s almost time for BB's 
favorite holiday - Halloween. Only 
problem is, she’s yet to be invited to 
a promising Halloween party. So, 
send her your invitations clo VMAG. 
If you've got something really hot 
geing on, BB just might show up at 
your door to Trick or Treat. (And take 
her advice, go for the Trick!) 


Dear Big Bitch: 
What's your position on 
Monicagate? 
-NP. 
Amherst 


Big Bitch’s position is this: 
He didn’t do it, and besides, the bitch 
wanted it. 


Dearest BB, 
I've read about dolphins 


giving head to one another (males. 


on the receiving end, natch) but 
never anything on animal sex 
except for purposes of procre- 
ation, with the male always 
depositing his load sooner rather 
than later 

So, do females of species 
other than human experience 
orgasins? 

- Stevie D. 
Northampton 


Only when stimulated by cigars. 


Hey, Big Bitch! 

What're you gonna be for 
Halloween? 

- Curious in Conway 


“Discipline’s 
my middle 
name, and 


from Bitch 
School.” 


A cigar. 


Dear Big Bitch, 
What's your favorite 
Halloween party game? 
- Mitch 
Hatfield 


“Hide the Cigar.” Wanna play? 


Dear Big Bitch, 
Have you, like, ever lied 
under oath? 
- Monica L. 
Washington, D.C. 


PS. | bet you don't have your 
presidential kneepads! 


Dear Monica, 

Let's see, I’ve lied under Todd, 
Carlos, Roger, Andrea, Lenore, Doug, Ed, 
James, Eileen, Tom, Fabien, Karen, Mario, 
Fabrizzio, Helmut, Helga, most of the 
Seven Santini Brothers... Well, the list 
goes on and on, but | can’t say | know 
this guy Oath. Sounds like a Swede to 
me. Is he any good? 


PS. Youre right - no kneepads here, but 
| do have a Presidential dog collar - and 
it’s not Buddy's! 


Office of the Special Prosecutor 
J. Edgar Hoover Building 
Washington, D.C. 


Dear Ms. Bitch, 

Recently questions have 
been raised concerning some 
items charged to the White 
House expense account under 
your name. These are: 

1) 2 dozen 1/2” eyebo'ts 

2) 24’ clear pine 2x4 


nobody comes 
back the same 


3) 30’ 3/4” pvc tubing 

4) 100 yards cotton rope 

5) 2 boxes spring-type 
wooden clothespins 

6) 1 gross alligator clips 

7) nail clippers 

8) 1 box 1000 count sur- 
gical latex gloves 

9) 3 quarts “Liquid Silk”, 
pump bottle (??) 

10) 2 rolls extra-strength 
duct tape 

11) extra large dog collar 
and leash {custom-embroidered 
with Presidential seal) 


We cannot imagine in 
what way the equipment listed 
above would beused for the 
“Personal Reorientation Seminar” 
you are supposed to have offered 
to the President this past July. 

We would appreciate 
your cooperation in clarifying this 
matter. 

- Kenneth Starr (Judge) 

Independent Counsel 
“Smiting the wicked 
since 1994” 


Dear Ken, 

Perhaps the best way for you 
to gain an understanding of what my 
seminar entails is to experience it for 
yourself. But tell your staff to hold your 
calls. You'll be tied up for at least 72 
hours. And I’m going to take the liberty 
of ordering an extra bottle of “Liquid 
Silk”. You'll need it. 

Yours, 

Big Bitch 


Remember: ASK BIG BITCH 
needs your letters to keep her 
hot and wet (and this column 
alive!). Send your queries co Big 
Bitch, ¢/o VMAG, via E-mail at: 
“vcromag@aol.com”. 


aa 


Dear Editor, 


As a current (soon-to-be-for- 
mer) member of Pathfinder Learning 
Center, | saw a letter, looked to the end, 
and saw it was written by Christopher, a 
friend of mine whom | met at Pathfinder. 
I knew what to expect within the letter 
in terms of content and general attitude 
towards the “High School” essay, but | 
was still excited by the prospect of see- 
ing it in print in VMag. 

Unfortunately, | was a litle dis- 
appointed by the content of the 
response. Excluding the material from 
the interview with Professor Noam 
Chomsky, virtually everything else was a 
quote from The Teenage Liberation 
Handbook. Perhaps applying more of the 
style seen in the paragraph concerning 
socialization and post-schoo! burnout 
would have helped, but even Chris's 
explanation of the burnout that results 
in, at the most benign level, television 
addictions, and at the most malignant 
level, purposeful destruction of one's abil- 
ities (through drug abuse, violent activi- 
ties, etc.) is a little simplistic. Chris said, 
basically, that forcing people to read text- 
books that are irrelevant to their current 
condition and history and eroding their 
love for learning by making learning syn- 
onymous with rote memorization causes 
burnout. Unfortunately, he doesn’t 
explore why it happens. | wish to expand 
on this. 

Love of learning brings people 
to do what they want with their lives. 
Without having to have memorized the 
basic causes of the Vietnam “police 
action,’ or how to construct a proper 
sentence without superfluous words, | 
have discovered that | love to write. 
(And yes, thank you, Chris, for giving me 
another reason to do so.) | have also 
found that | am interested in computer 
hardware, in acting, and in playing the 
piano. 

| have learned to do all of these 
things of my own volition and outside of 
a school curriculum: in fact, | have pro- 
gressed faster without school than | have 
when [| attempted to follow my interests 
within the confines of a school schedule. 
Remember, too, that all of my interests 
can be and are taught in the public 


school system, and most of them are 
taught by undeniably inspired and talent- 
ed teachers. Within the school schedule, 
though, acting is out of the question if | 
don’t maintain a"B" average. Computer 
hardware information is taught according 
to what a teacher thinks | should know 
about hardware, regardless of whether 
or not l|.already know it. Essays have to 
be a minimum number of pages in order 
to be worth any credit, even if | can 
expound well on a topic more succinctly 
than the teacher thinks | can. Finally, | 
am required to perform for people at 
whatever time | can be fit into the audi- 
torium schedule. 

To summarize, all my interests 
exist as learning opportunities within the 
system— but on someone else's terms. 
If | perform at too high a level, | have to 
leave the school in order to find a 
teacher with the time to nurture my abil- 
ities. If | perform at too poor a level in 
any other area, the education | want can 
be denied until | bend to the wishes of 
my math teacher (or the teacher whose 
class | am barely passing). Worst of all, 
since | don’t legally have Constitutional 
rights within school as a student besides 
those the teacher gives me, if | criticize 
the teacher or otherwise displease them, 
fam completely at their mercy with rela- 
tion to punishment. | can appeal a deci- 
sion, but it doesn’t necessarily mean any- 
thing. 

What this means for students 
who are brought up in an environment 
of unconditional love and acceptance 
before entering school is that chey will 
have constant conflicts with the adminis- 
tration, the teachers, and other students 
for distracting them. Such teenagers will 
leave the school or get crushed into 
automatons for a period of years by try- 
ing to fight the school system from with- 
in. Since most people are not brought 
up in environments of unconditional love 
and acceptance, though, they hover 
between individuality and being the 
intended product of a mental factory, and 
will have many struggles in order to 
return to a personally acceptable level of 
individuality after graduation. 

Before the two types of ado- 
lescents leave school, though, both of 
them learn to equate learning with 
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school and consider reading, writing, and 
other activities of their nature as things 
to be done within school, and to avoid 
them once outside because of the inse- 
curity caused by having everything judged 
for themselves and therefore being inex- 
perienced in coming to their own con- 
clusions about what they do. 

Many argue that the lesson that 
life is going to completely lack privacy is 
the most important thing taught in 
school, including John Taylor Gatto and 
Grace Llewellyn, but in an age when the 
lack of privacy is apparent to everyone 
outside of school thanks to expanding 
networks of information. school no 
longer teaches that lesson so much as it 
teaches people that they are not people, 
that their concerns are no more 
important than the biological needs of a 
cell in a person's body, and that any 
attempt co fulfill cheir concerns will 
either be allowed or prohibiced, rather 
than accepted or appreciated. 

Per my own wishes, I've decid- 
ed to include Pathfinder Learning 
Center's phone number, address, Web 
page, and the IRC channel where the 
connected members of Pathfinder spend 
their hours from around 10:00 to as late 
as we can stay up to chat. We can be 
found in Amherst, across the street from 
the Men's Resource Center, near the 
parking lot of 256 North Pleasant Street. 
Call (413) 253-9412 from the hours of 
9:00 to 5:00. Our Web site can be found 
at hetp://www.pathfindercenterorg, and 
the half-dozen of us with access to 
Internet Relay Chat (IRC) can be found 
on EFnet, on the channel #wogland. 

As Chris says,"“There are alter- 
natives.’ Hopefully, I've given an even 
clearer of a picture as to why they exist. 

- Adam Nicotera 

E- nel a 


L's “Field Guide to Valley Gangs" (issue 
12) is part daydream wish fulfillment, 
part Nazi manifesto. | was amazed to 
find that there were so many Black and 
Latino gangs in the Valley. The coral num- 
ber of people he identifies as part of col- 
ored gangs exceeds the number of 
Blacks and Latinos who actually live here. 


———— ~~~» 
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Secondly, where are all these 
colored gangs that supposedly operate in 
Southampton? I’ve never seen even one 
person of color in Southampton. Where 
are they hiding -- behind the blueberry 
bushes? in the back of dairy barns? 
Police reports of colored gangs in areas 
other than Holyoke and Springfield are a 
product of one thing -- the fantasies of 
redneck policemen who are bored with 
giving out speeding tickets and dream 
that they were like real cops on TV who 
chase criminals. | know this for a fact 
because | used to teach criminology 
courses to wanna-be cops at HCC. 

Third, and most important, 
where the hell do you get off saying that 
white supremacist gangs like the 
Skinheads are “peaceful” organizations? 
Organizing white youth for the genocide 
of people of color, whether or not you 
actually get caught doing it, is as violent 
and obnoxious as the criminal activity of 
any other gang. Some of these baby fas- 
cists, nurtured by their “peaceful clubs,” 
actually grow up to be Klanners in white 
robes who really torture and kill people 
of color. And yo,a “domestic dispute” 
that involves burning a woman with hot 
liquids is a crime, even when committed 
by white skinheads. And which Nazi 
handbook does ‘L’ consult when he 
makes the determination that the United 
Skins are “more of a club than a gang?” 
By his definition, the white boys in the 
Mafia were a group of astute venture 
capitalists. Get real and stop watching so 
much cable TV. 

- Sue 

Easthampton 

E-mail 9/25 


L responds: 
Dear Sue, 


As soon as | received your letter 
via E-mail, | called Murph: to find out if it 
was a test to see if | could sniff out idiocy. 
No one who actually read the article could 
have come up with comments such as yours 
unless they were so high up on their soap 
box they couldn't read the magazine on the 
ground in front of them. 

Now, lll make sure | keep it as 
short, as simple and as clear as possible. 

To make it easier on the reader, 
gangs were divided based on their traditional 
ethnic background. Did you get that? ['ll 
give you an example: the Latin Kings are 


traditionally a Latino gang. A Latino member 
moves from a metropolitan area with their 
family to a smaller town. The member of 
that gang begins recruiting in that area. 
Because there are few people of Latino her- 
itage in those small towns, the majority of 
recruits are whites. Thus, the chapter in that 
particular town becomes predominantly 
white. These white members are a part of a 
gang that is traditionally — traditionally — a 
Latino gang. So, Sue, youre absolutely right 
You wouldn't see “colored” people “lurking in 
your blueberry bushes or behind dairy 
barns.” Bravo to you for not only pointing 
out the fact that the valley lacks cultural 
diversity, but also for implying that because 
it lacks cultural diversity (i.e. no “colored” 
people lurking behind bushes and barns) we 
couldn’t possibly have a gang problem. And 
the question then becomes: do you believe 
that because you don't see “colored” people 
in your insulated homogenous society, gang 
activity does not exist here? 

Regarding your comments on 
white gangs... the skinhead that committed 
the crime against the female skinhead was 
from a different skinhead organization than 
the one operating in the Southampton area. 
Believe it or not, they are not all the same. 
Yes indeed, domestic violence is a crime but 
violence by one skinhead against another 
skinhead does not a hate crime make. And 
for your record, I'll tell you exactly where | 
“get the hell off” saying that Southampton’s 
United Skins skinhead organization is a 
“peaceful organization.” This PARTICULAR 
group gathers weekly to discuss their white 
supremist politics. They cause little trouble, 
meaning, they are not known for their crimi- 
nal activity. No matter how sick or twisted 
the ideology is, sitting around bitching about 
another race is NOT a crime. Therefore, 
they are, in a sense, a peaceful organization. 
fronic isn’t it? Maybe | should be asking you 
where the hell you get off rewriting the 
Constitution ~ something's coming to 
me...what's that phrase? Freedom of 
assembly? 

As for “part daydream wish fulfil- 
ment, part Nazi manifesto” (you've 
been waiting to use that phrase for some 
time haven't you?) — it was INFORMATION. 
Your attempts to prove just how politically 
correct you are with a slanderous reac- 
tionary letter failed. Why? Because it has 
no basis. You fost any credibility when you 
used the term “colored” — and after saying 
my article was a “Nazi manifesto.” Anybody 
who uses the word “colored,” a derogatory 
term, and implies that there are no gangs 


in the area because there are no “colored” 
people hiding behind the blueberry bushes, 
only assures me that you shouldn't be teach- 
ing criminology courses — you should be tak- 
ing racial sensitivity classes. If anyone has 
the address to Uncle Tom's cabin, it's you not 
me. 

Also, the advantage to signing an 
article with my initial is that no one knows 
my race, gender or social class. You decided 
that one for yourself. You immediately identi- 
fied me as a white male who watches way 
too much cable television. Your assumptions 
— ASSUMPTIONS — may or may not be 
true... but here at VMag, that’s for us to 
know. Your perceptions of me only reveal 
certain stereotypes you harbor. 

In closing, I'm going to get real, as 
you suggested, and give you some advice. 

Go back to the latte filling station that you 
frequent, talk about politically correct issues, 
live in denial and continue to cover your con- 
servative sensibilities with the cloak of liber- 
alism. 

-L 


To whom it may concern: 


lam writing from Tri-County 
High School in Easthampton. We are 
interested in obtaining more copies of 
the October issue so we could pass 
them out to our teachers. We feel that 
your article on gangs would be a good 
resource for our teachers. Please con- 
tact me to let us know how we could go 
about this. 

- Kristina Schmukler 

Tri-County High School 

E-mail 9/26 


Done deal. Thank you. 


Hi, remember me? Saw my letter in the 
last issue, thanks for the mention. I've 
got another question, this time just for 
myself. Do you guys keep back issues 
around? I have all but one of them, and it 
bugs me to be missing one. | was won- 
dering if | could get my hands on the one 
1 don’t have..? 

- Lesley 

E-mail 9/28 


Sure thing. Issues 2 through | 2 are avail- 
able for $2 each (sorry but we're out of the 
first issue). Checks or money orders can be 
made payable to CroMag Publications, POB 
774, Northampton MA 01061. We also 
offer subscriptions: 12 issues for $24. 
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‘Tjyust need a little SPACE!" 


We've all been there: You get a great idea, need to remember a phone number, have to sketch 
something, draw a map, write down a lyric... and there's no paper anywhere. The next time this 
happens, help will be as close as a copy of VMag. Through issue 13, Larien Products (a great little 
Northampton company) will sponsor this ‘creativity page.” Now, when you get hit with a 
brainstorm or just need to put something down on paper, grab the nearest writing implement 
and a copy of VMag and GO WILD! 


Pioneer Valley Vendors for the Bagel Biter®: 
Different Drummer, Northampton, ° Bruegger's, Northampton, ¢ Bed, Bath & 
Beyond, Holyoke Crossing, © Brookstone, Holyoke Mall, © Lechter's, Holyoke Mall, 
The Chef's Shop, Holyoke Mall, © Your Kitchen, Keene, NH, * Cook's Complements, 
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Bennington, VT 
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IT DOESN'T GET ANY BETTER. JUST COME. 
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